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And this land shall be a Land of Liberty---I] Nephi 10-11, B. of M. 


And it came to pass also that he caused the Title of Liberty to be hoisted upon every tower which was in all the land.--- 
: | Alma 46-36, B. of M. 
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Our Christian-War Christmas £0 


By GEO. H. BRIMHALL 


Far away in the land of the forgotten past a 
Council sat. Two leading spirits there accepted 
the appointment to draft constitutions for the yet 
unborn inhabitants of an unpeopled world. Each 
framed his document and urged its adoption before 
the Chief Judge, the chosen head of all the hosts 
ot Heaven. 

One provided, first, that the spirit of man 
‘shall be free to choose his life and what he’ll 
be,’’ and be saved through choice or righteousness- 
Yhe other declared, first, that the spirit of man 
shall be forced not freed into salvation. 

One constitution provided for the retention of 
authority, honor and power by Him whose intelli- 
gence had given Him glory, and whose tender Fa- 
therhood had made Him Master. The other provid- 
cd that all glory, dominion and power of Heaven’s 
holy realms should be given the author of the in- 
strument. 

Personified intelligence announced, ‘‘the first 
is chosen.’’ The second failing of a majority, and 
burning with the sentiment of rule or ruin, rebelled. 
His appeal was from counsel to coersion. He strode 
forth, a breaker of all former covenants, a rebel 
in the spirit universe. He demanded an appeal to 
arms, and Heaven’s hosts were marshalled two to 
one for God and Liberty. One to two flocked to the 
banner of rebellion. 

With odds against them in cause and number, 
the misled and servile ones measured strength with 
the ranks of loyalty and went down to ignoble de- 
feat. 

The battle ceased. The terms of surrender 
were unconditional. Then went forth the proclama- 
tion, Get thee hence. There was no place in Heay- 
en for the truce breaker- 

With the shout of defiance, ‘‘Better to rule in 
hell than serve in Heaven,’’ as the poet Milton puts 
it, he moved into outer darkness with his legions. 

The framer of the Liberty Code was Christ. The 
war in Heaven was a Christian war; the issue, 
Freedom. 

Ages went by, to earth came Christ and con- 
quered Death in which his adversary had gloried. 
He came heralded by an angelic throng singing, 
‘““Peace on Earth, good will toward men.’’ He 
marked the path of peace, and yet said, ‘‘I come 
not to send peace but the sword. He that findeth 
his life shall lose it, and he ¢hat loseth his life shall 


find it.’’ A life found at the price of liberty is 
lost, a life lost for Liberty’s sake is found. God 
is love and God is Liberty. The absence of either 
nullifys the other. 

The Yuletide approaches; the Christian world 
will celebrate the earthly advent of Liberty’s pre- 
mortal Champion. It may or may not be a Merry 
Christmas. Wedding bells may ring, and festive 
choruses be sung. It will be a solemn Christmas- 
Funeral marches and their echoes must modify the 
sound of merriment. The cry for bread acress the 
seas will prompt frugality at festive boards. The 
old issue is the new issue, ‘‘Liberty is at Stake.’’ 

Let every man be a Wellington, whose heart- 
throb, “‘On with the War,’’ is more reverberant in 
freedom’s cause than the hilarious 
“‘On with the dance.’’ 

When the thought of devastated homes, ruined 
cities, and desolate countries, obscure the star of 
hope, let the knowledge of the ransom of the Holy 
City, where He walked and wept, be to us a light 
from the East heralding a new day. When the va- 
cant chair at fireside or table brings memory of 
the absent ones, let us think and say of them, 
‘“Gone forth to champion Liberty.’’ Perchance the 
hero of our fireside shall go down to death at 
Duty’s call. This then be our solace and support 
that as Christ came to earth in freedom’s cause, so 
they went from earth in freedom’s cause. 


acclamation, 


Now while we stand on freedom’s soil, 
Inhaling freedom’s air, 

Be this the burden of our song, 
Our morn and evening prayer: 


O gracious Giver of our Jand, 
May we that in it live 

Be grateful now for this best gift— 
The Gift of Power to Give. 


Great time, great place, great circumstance, 
To open wide the heart, — 

To grow like Him who gave His all, 
By giving now Our part. 


To fast betimes, with bread at hand, 
To feed the hungry throng, 

Of fragments make a plentitude, — 
In sacrifice be strong. 
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From the Student Body Presidency 
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The Christmas season, bringing its message of 
peace and good will to mankind, is upon us again, 
and the old, old spirit that cannot die falls like a 
benediction over the earth. Into the souls of men 
is creeping a tender feeling, and thoughts of home 
and loved ones are uppermost in the minds of all: 
The next two weeks will find most of us at the 
home fireside with father and mother, drinking in 
the joy of the Yule tide. May those few happy 
hours put sunshine into our souls that shall ra- 
diate from our beings throughout the New Year, 
and shall give us added zeal in our work when we 
return. Now, that best of wishes for you all: 
‘‘Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year.’’ 

—Student Body Presidency. 
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Prize Story. 


It was ideal Christmas weather at the cantonment. 
The blithe martial music and gay stirring of the 
Sammies about camp gave evidence that the cheer- 
ful holiday spirit had taken hold of the boys, both 
rank and file. No one would have suspected from 
general appearance that there could have been even 
the lurking of a shadow of gloom within the camp’s 
entire boundary. 

Near the center of the military reservation, a 
guard house reared its gray walls, before which a 
uniformed sentry paced back and forth with silent, 
stoic-like preciseness. Within those grim walls was 
another uniformed figure, quite in contrast with the 
one on the outside. On a brown canvass cot in the 
eorner he sat, half crouching, his head bowed in his 
hands which rested upon his knees, the very pic- 
ture of despair. 

When he raised his head, as he did occasionally 
to gaze with a far-away look through the one small 
barred window of the cell, one caught glimpses of 
a handsome face belonging to a youth scarcely out 
of his teens. It was not a face that bespoke weak- 
ness or cowardice; quite the contrary. The firm 
mouth and bold chin suggested strength and ag- 
gressiveness. His frank gray eyes under a high, 
broad, white brow, told of intelligence and reserve, 
while his straight, delicate nose gave a hint of 
haughtiness and rashness. His strong, manly fig- 
ure was in harmony with his handsome face and his 
muscular and dignified poise bespoke the agility of 
an athlete. 

O, why was it thus? Why had he not realized 
what he was doing before it was too late? 

When he had enlisted he did so with a buoyant 
enthusiasm- He had experienced thrills when ap- 
plauded on the athletic field of contest, but they 


Somewhere in the U. S. A. 


By Willard Hawkins 


were as nothing compared with the patriotic thrills 
that had animated his entire being as he had don- 
ned his olive-drab uniform, and ‘midst the blare 
of martial musie and the strains of national airs, 
the cheers of the throng and the farewells of friends 
and leved ones, he had entrained for the training 
camp. 

But at the camp it was quite different. Not 
that he could complain of the physical tasks as- 
signed him; he enjoyed them all and performed 
them cheerfully and like a true sportsman took 
pride in excelling in all manly feats. Neither 
could he complain at the fare; it was better than 
he had expected, quite all that could be wished for. 
But there was one feature of military life that 
galled his sensitive nature to the very quick. He 
felt that he was losing his initiative abilities; that 
his originality and personality were being crushed. 
He was only a machine; less than that, only a cog 
in the wheel of a machine. 

Chafing under the lash, he had hard work to 
control himself at the drills. To be told just how 
to stand, just how to step, and just how to hold 
his head exasperated him and made him feel like 
resenting. 

One day when the company had been through 
a strenuous drill and the sergeant, in caustic words, 
had severely reprimanded him for stepping too 
much on his heels, he hotly retorted, ‘‘My heels 
are my own, I shall do as I please with them.”’ 

He had gotten fifteen days for being so disre- 
spectful. That was the beginning of it all. Like 
a caged eagle he took his chastisement with a sulky 
defiance and with bitter curses had sworn to end 
it. His chance had come at last and he had taken it. 


Continued on page 215 
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Prize Poem 
By Lawrence J. Sorenson 


The sun goes down, ‘tis eventide, 

The shadows through the heavens glde; 
But in the cold and azure sky 

The dismal clouds go drifting by: 


Now in the tranquil, gathering night, 

Amid the hearth’s dim, shadowed light 
J sit, and fainly I can hear 

A tuneful peal draw ever near. 


From out the solemn breath of night, 

Borne through the snow-flakes, soft and white, 
There comes a message to my breast, 

A perfect thought which God hath blest. 


Hark! ’tis the bells of long ago, 
Come softly jingling o’er the snow; 
To tell of Christmas and that time 
When first we heard their joyous chime. 


Far o’er the world I hear the bells, 
Upon my ear their music swells; 

But deeper yet, within my heart, 
A tender love they will impart. 


Ch, one good deed in youth’s fair dawn, 
One hopeful song as life rolls on, 
telleets the dearest thoughts to me 
Of Christ’s great love and charity. 


Now toll the bells, for angels sing; 

What soothing notes their voices bring, 
Their melodies fall sweet and clear, 

While Heaven’s musie draws more near. 


T love the merry Christmas bells; 

The wondrous tale their chiming tells, 
They echo from the long ago 

The sweetest thoughts I e’er shall know. 


Then ring, Oh, bells! for Him whose birth 
Was in our presence here on earth, 

Who died that He our souls might save, 
And rose a victor from the grave. 
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When Christmas Candles Glow 


By Lucile Talmage, ’21 


““There,’’? groaned Jane Howard, 


“goes my 
A coin slipped throught a slit 
in the box past which the students were filing, one 
by one, and the girl assumed an expression of su- 
preme martyrdom. There was a click of several 


candy for a week.”’ 


and ‘‘the bunch’’ hurried down the 
broad stairease and out into the erisp, snowy air. 

““What’s all the excitement?’’ Bob Lane joined 
them at the corner. 

“QO, it’s those awful Mortons. Our whole 
class had to contribute so they can have a Christ- 
mas, just because Sam used to go to school with 
us. We’ve simply broken ourselves.”’ 

‘“‘Gave every penny we owned,’’ another cor- 
roborated. ‘‘They say they haven’t a cent in the 
kouse. And they have dozens of children.”’ 

“Only five, isn’t it?’’ Bob loved accuracy. 

‘‘Maybe it is. But Sam is a grown boy, now. 
Why can’t he support the family ?’’ 

Bob’s eyes roved uncomfortably over distant 
objects. He vaguely understood that his own fa- 
ther might have given work to Sam, if he had want- 
ed to. But he had not liked the looks of the fel- 
low. He looked sharp and hunted—not at all like 
his own son, Bob. So he had carelessly told him 
to move on. Now, after he had looked vainly for 
weeks, people were whispering that Sam Morton 
seemed to be going to the bad- 

‘No openings. He has 
shortly. 

“You know very well that the foundry at 
Thornville is always advertising for workers. They 
aren’t particular in the least, and the wages are 
high.’’ Jane was rather annoyed that Bob should 
argue against them. 

“But, gee whiz,’’ plainly he wasn’t going to 
give up. ‘‘Thornville is thirty miles away. Ill 
wager the kid hasn’t even enough money to go and 
apply. His borrowing power is way down, and he 
eouldn’t walk, in this freezing weather. Did the 
little bit that you girls gave really hurt, compared 
to the way it will help them? It just meant a few 
trifles to you. To them it will mean bread and but- 
ter, and coal, and warm coats.’’ 


more coins, 


tried,’’ Bob said 


3) 


“Rave on,’’? Jane shrugged uncompromisingly, 
and Bob, mollified, began to talk of other things— 
skating, and Christmas, and boxes of candy at this 
ttle store, beeause they had all been good sports 
and, most likely, wouldn’t buy any more candy 
for awhile, 

But, after leaving the bunch, he slipped secret- 
Ivy back to school, and his dream of some new fur- 
lined gloves dropped gaily into the Morton box- 

Christmas eve darkened goftly about the tum- 
bled down unpainted hut where ‘‘those awful Mor- 
tons’’ lived. Tonight, passers who usually  dis- 
dained to glance at the place stopped and stared in 
amazement. Through the curtainless windows 
could be seen a giant Christmas tree, fairly glit- 
tering from top to bottom. Dazzling ropes of tin- 
sel sparkled whitely; bright, tinkly ornaments 
caught the light of a hundred candles; fairies, stars 
and candies danced from every twig. Festive-look- 


ing gifts, all neatly tied, were everywhere. And 
the passers shook their heads in decided disap- 
proval. ‘“‘Anyone ought to know better,’’ they 


muttered, ‘‘than to give money to those miserable 
paupers. They squandered every cent on foolish 
trumpery, before they buy even a loaf of bread.’ 
Through the icy streets, young Sam Morton 
wandered grimly. His eyes—only eighteen years 
cld—looked sullen and lifeless and experienced. He 
tried to forget that it was Christmas eve, but the 
crowds, the loads of suggestive packages, and the 
gay holly wreaths in every window taunted him 
from all sides. Tomorrow was Christmas day, they 
called at him. At home, the house would be cold 
end dark- The children would be huddled together 
under a quilt to keep warm, eating any chance bite 
that some neighbor might send in. They would en- 
joy it, perhaps—all but Winnie, who grew thinner 
every day, and probably would die soon. She 
could not eat much of the coarse ‘‘charity food.’’ 
She wanted expensive fruits and crackers, so she 
seldom ate much of anything. Why should not his 
family have as much as all these hundreds of hap- 
py, jostling people? It wasn’t fair! Oh, if he only 
Continued on Page 215 


WHITE AND BLUE 


197 


THE MEANING OF CHRISTMAS 


Prize Essay. 


How many people have passed thru this life, or at 
least the greater part of it, without a knowledge of 
God or encountering those circumstances rendering a 
Serious contemplation of our relationship to Him im- 
perative. Particularly is this true in America. In this 
wonderful nation we are so abundantly surrounded with 
freedom, comfort, opportunity, friendship, and social 
prestige that many of us see little need for dependence 
on God or interest in religion. Such was the status of 
the Wentworth family, whose sturdy character, bene- 
volent spirit, and admirable ideals were beyond reproach; 
a strength desirable, a credit to any crown. 

In the spring of 1914, George Eldridge Wentworth— 
twenty-eight years since he was graduated from Harvard 
Law School—moved into his new, gorgeous home in 
Boston. The sweet-voiced Marjory that captivated his 
soul in those College days when the physical George 
attended classes in Massachusetts Hall but the mental 
George hied to the New England Conservatory, was now 
all the more amiable. A trio of boys and the grown 
baby girl completed the family of six. Tho multi-million- 
aires, they never asserted their rank beyond that of 
NATURAL ARISTOCRACY.. 


Thanksgiving evening Mrs. Wentworth gently pressed 
her husband’s arm as he laid aside the paeper from which 
he had been reading audibly. 

“George, I have been wanting to talk with you. Per- 
haps you will find keen interest in reflecting on the past 
if you do not always find my anxiety about the future so.’’ 

“Thank goodness, Mamma, there has always been two 


counselors and no dictator with us. Am I quite right?” 
“Yes George, you have never been too busy to hear 


me, well—never if I could wait long enough.’’ She 
nestled full-confidently and reflected. 


“You were going to share your thots, I understood.” 

“Well, George dear, it’s this.’ There was a trembling 
of sincerity in her voice that he had never heard before. 
He responded more feelingly to the message of her eyes. 
“You and I are moving down the decline of life’s great 
pulsation. Both with respect to ourselves nd our child- 
ren, the past graciously recounts to us satisfaction; with 
—well, George, with to me a single exception which 
grows more pressing each added day.’’ 


“What! you don’t—’”’ 


“No, you haven’t practiced anything that’s grieved 
me.”’ 


“Whether in doing or as a matter of omission, do 
you mean to tell me there is anything that on my part 
has remained an unsolved problem to you all these 
years?” 

“Yes, Papa, I refer to our religion. You don’t know, 
dear, with what pride I yet recall the prayer we used 
to utter in our first little humble home in Philadelphia. 
In fact, you remember my frequent reference to the joy 
it afforded me when as my sweetheart I knew you prayed 
to God. George, we have talked confidingly many times 
on this subject. Your sweet reasoning in those days 
when dear little Eldridge came, left tne matter rather 
settled in my mind, and during the busy period of our 
married life I found in your idea of religion a good deal 


By W. Ernest Morrell 


— 


Yet even in those days, scarcely a week 
Iam 


of satisfaction. 
passed that I did not thank God for you and life. 
free to confess, my dear, that for several years back I 
have not failed to pray daily. O George, how my soul 
and heart has longed for the day to come when you 
would knowingly bow in supplication with me. Let us 
not forget that we have never yet known the meaning 
of serious sickness.”’ 

“May I not so freely confess in all that time I have 
scarcely thought a prayer—that is to God. I have always 


breathed grateful thanks to helping mankind. But go 
on; I’m anxious to hear you.’’ 
“I want to confess a secret to you, Papa. I cannot 


say in honesty that I have ever seen one day since I 
first loved you that the irresistable something in my soul 
has not cried out to the future and to God. That longing 
I smothered. It has never been amply satisfied. The 
more you and I shorten the distance to our grave, the 
more fully I come to realize that our four dear children 
will leave us, go out into the world and tread the rough- 
est part of life’s highway after we have left them, the 
less I can be satisfied with the religion that takes into 
account only the brotherhood of man. When I even 
begin to feel the significance of one of them marrying, 
of our making friends with the grave, something very 
fundamental within me cries out: ‘‘Death cannot be the 
end.” 

“George, I hunger for a clearifying knowledge of this 
soul-longing here in my declining hours, even above the 
yearning I had for you in the budding days of tender 
love, if such were possible. To my mind this longing 
which I now know remains with one a life time, connotes 
the existence of a divine being making {ts realization 
possible. In all due kindness to Mr. Darwin and your 
own well-weighed ideas, I cannot reconcile some un- 
deniable forces of our inner being, nor the conditions 
under which we leave this world, with the doctrine that 
virtue has its own reward and nature is OUR MOST 
INTELLIGENT GOL. The former may find conditions 
for its fulfillment if we extend our existence into the 
future, but dealing with life as we see it in the here and 
now, the notion runs aground on every hand. That God 
as portrayed by the orthodox churches is a conception of 
even less feasibility, I quite agree, but behind it all I 
cannot help but feel (it’s a convincing force I almost 
want to measure at times) that there IS A GOD whose 
wisdom man somehow excludes. 


“Papa, I have read a great deal since we came to 
Boston, and while I cannot yet see the complete truth, 
every single line I’ve pondered on points out clearly the 
error of our present notion. I have collected and ar- 
ranged and Namoa has typewritten extracts from Dr, 
James, Tolstoi, Fisk, Spencer, Lodge and other philoso- 
phers and scientists. I know you’ll be eager to read 
them.”’ 


The family spent Christmas Eve alone for the first 
time in years. The oldest son, Hidridge, wore a khaki 
uniform. He was more proud to be a volunteer under 


Continued on page 213 
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F. Earl Clements, 

362nd Infantry, 

Camp Lewis, Washington. 

H. Josh Hales, 

362nd Inf., Mach. Gun Co,, 
Camp Lewis, Washington. 

Lieut. A. W. Morrison, 

19th Battalion, 166th Depot Brig., 
Camp Lewis, Washington. 

John Stagg, 

588th F. A. Battalion C, 

Camp Lewis, Washington. 

J. Leo Morenson, 

Headquarters Co., 340th F.A.N.A- 
Camp Funston, Kansas 

Lieut. Ray J. Cunningham, 
145th F. A., Bat. F, 

Camp Kearney, Cal. 

Erael Day, 

Care C. W. P. Co-, 

Camp Lewis, Washington. 

Lieut. Marcus Johnson, 

145th F. A., Bat. F 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
W. H. Needham, 
145th F. A., Bat. D, 
Camp Kearney, Cal- 
Lee 8S. Bean, 

Co. A, 174th M. G. Bri. 
Camp Mills, L. I., N. Y. 
Carl Frisby, 

145th F. A. Band, 

Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Lawrence Morris, 

158th Infantry, 

Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Leland W. Redd, 

145th F. A., Bat. A, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
John R. Adams, 

OS Me“ C:. 

Camp Fremont, Cal. 
Lleyd Adams, 

Camp Lewis, Washington. 
Wesley J. Galloway, 
Bakers School, 

Presidio, San Francisco 
Delos Stewart, 

Bat E, 145th F. A., 
Camp Kearney, Cal- 
Corwin Johnson, 

145th F. A., Bat. F, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 


2 


Sterling Lewis, 

Kelly Field, Squad. 65, 
San Antonio, Tex. 

Robert E. Knowlden, 

145th F. A., Bat. F, 
Camp Kearuey, Cal. 

LeRoy Cox, 

Bat. F, 148th FP. A,, 

Camp Mills, Homestead, N. Y. 
Theone Cluff, 

Co. H, 

Camp Kearney, Cal. 

John A. Young, 

Camp Lewis, Washington. 
Ira W. Hinckley, 

145th F. A., Bat. F, 

Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Harold Dalton, 

U. S- Navy Training Station, 
3rd Co., Mare Island, Cal. 
Glen Bonnett, 

i45th F. A., Bat. F, 

Camp Kearney, Calif. 

S. Gideon Hendrix, 

161st Co., U.S. Inf, Headquarters 
41st Division, Camp Mills, N. Y. 
Lawrence F. Ewell, 

Co. B, 42nd Inf., 

Camp Dodge, Iowa. 

Walter Daw, 

Aeronautical Office, 

Ft. Sam Houston, Tex. 

W. T. Field, 

187th Aero Squad., 

Kelly Field No. 2, Tex. 
Dean Clark, 

Co- M, 362nd Inf., 

Camp Lewis, Washington. 
Lieut. C. S. Gardner, M. R. C. 
Camp Grant, 

Rockford, IL. 

Harold J. Cassity, 

145th F. A., Bat. F, 

Camp Kearney, Cal. 

W. J. Snow, 

School of Aeronautics, 
Princeton, N. J. 

Ray Robertson, 

848th F, A., Bat D, 

Camp Lewis, Washington. 
Francis H. Beckstead, 

Co. B, Military Police, 
Camp Lewis, Washington. 


Leland Tuft, 

Amb. 843, San Train 311 
Camp Grant, IIL 

Ratph Booth, 

Utah F, A. Band, 

Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Lieut. A- W. Richards, 
8th Inf, 

Camp Freemont, Cal. 
Albert Westover, 

143rd F, A., Bat. M, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 

Paul Vincent, 

Coast Art., Spee. School, 
Fortress Monroe, Va. 
Set. Stanley L. Dixon, 
Med. Decht-, 42nd Inf., 
Camp Dodge, Iowa 
Clarence Harmon, 

5362nd Inf., Co. K, 

Camp Lewis, Washington. 
Jay Whittaker, 

163rd Inf., 41st Div., Co. G, 
Camp Mills, N. Y. 
Stanley Wanlass, 

348th F. A., Bat. D, 
Camp Lewis, Wash. 

Corp. Elwood Anderson, 
121st Aereo Squad., 

Camp Kelly, Tex. 

Licut. Forest Glazier, 
Fort Baker, 

San Francisco 

Sam Brooks, 

348th F. A., Bat. C, 

Camp Lewis, Wash, 
George Knight, 

362nd Inf., Co. D, 

Camp Lewis, Wash. 
Joseph Benson, 

Camp Logan, Base Hosp., 
Texas 

Alvin Kirkham, 
34th Co., 6th Reg., 
Quantus, Va. 

Jorp- R. P. Done, 
790 N. Campbell St. 
El Paso, Tex. 
Frank Taylor, 
848th F. A., Bat. D, 
Camp Lewis, Wash. 
Elmer B. Taylor, 
Co. H, 362nd Inf., 
Camp Lewis, Wash. 


? 


Ross L- Bean, 

$48th F. A., Bat D, 
Camp Lewis, Wash. 
Leshe EF, Booth, 

Co. [, 362nd Inf., Bat. 47, 
Camp Lewis, Wash. 
Allen Browne, 

Great Lakes, Il 

U. S. Naval Sta., Co. B, 3rd Reg 
Clinton Larsen, 

Fort Sam Ilouston, 
Texas. 

Ferd. Erickson, 

Amb, 342 San Train 311, 
Camp Grant, Il. 

Joseph Carroll, 

Co. A, Signal Corps, 
Ft. Oglethorpe, Ga. 
Edward Bentley, 

5th Co, C. A» C., 

Ft. Scott, San Francisco 
Victor G. Bird, 

avd’ Co: C.. .A, C; 

Ft. Scott, San Francisco 
Milton H. Ollerton, 
34th Co., 154th Depot Brigade, 
Camp Funston, Kas. 
J. Rufus Crandall, 
158th Inf- Co. L, 

Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Claude Hinckley, 

145th F. A. Bat. F, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Paul J. Davis, 

145th F. A. Bat. F, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Sheriff M. Henrie, 
Band 43rd _ Inf., 

Camp Pike, Ark. 
Carlyle Hinckley, 

145th F. A., Bat. F, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Wilford Swenson, 

145th F. A., Bat. F, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Hi. Fred Bushman, 
158th Inf., Co. I, 

Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Silas Decker, 

158th Inf., Co. D, 

Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Mark UL. Roberts, 
148rd_ F. A., Bat. B, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Clyde Haynes, 

Camp Devens, Mass. 
Corp. Raymond Freckleton, 
145th F. A., Bat. F, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 

W. A. Butler, 

San Francisco, Cal. 
David O. Butler, 

362nd Inf., Co. M, 

Camp Lewis, Wash. 
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Set. Clifford Pierpont, 
145th F. A., Bat. F, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Ernest L. Teasdale, 

Co. B, 111 Reg. Tex. Engrs., 
Fort Worth, Tex. 
Kenneth Henrie, 
Somewhere in France. 
George C. Knight 
862nd Inf., Co, D, 
Camp Lewis, Wash, 
Leslie T. Booth, 

362nd Inf., Co. I, Bat. 47, 
Camp Lewis, Wash. 
Kenneth Bailey, 

Bat. F, 145th F- A., 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Orton Durham, 

Camp Fremont Y. M. C. A., 
Palo Alto, Cal. 
Kenneth Decker, 
Aviation C., 8. E.R. C., 
Worth Island, Cal. 
Moroni W- Smith, 
20th Inf., Ft. Douglas, 
Salt Lake City 
Edward Fernsten, 
Aviation Co. E, 

Ft. Omaha, Neb. 
Wilford Bentley, 

35th Marine Barracks, 
Mare Island, Cal. 
George Harris, 

145th F. A., Bat. F, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 

J. Waldo Parry, 

362nd Inf., Co. D, 
Camp Lewis, Wash- 
Donald Bean, 

348th Inf., Bat. D, 
Jamp Lewis, Wash. 
Howard Jensen, 

548th F. A.,, 

Camp Lewis, Wash. 
Lyman Larsen, 

348th F. A, 

Camp Lewis, Wash. 


Hewitt Strong, 
138th Aero Squad, 
Ft. Sill, Okla. 

G. R. Clark, 

148th §. A, Bat. F, 
Camp Mills, N. Y. 
Louis Brandley, 
145th §. A., Bat. F. 
Camp Mills, N. Y. 
Maleolm Jolley, 


168rd Inf., L. Co., 41st 


Camp Mills, N. Y. 
Clifford Hindmarsh, 
848th FL A., Bat. D, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
A. H, Hickman, 
145th F. A, Bat: F, 
Camp Kearney, Cal, 
Jas. Il. Martin, 
1438rd F. A., L. C. 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Roy Collins, 


145th F, A., dq: Co., 


Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Narold Thurgood, 
145th F, A., Bat. F, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Kenneth Nelson, 
145th F. A., Bat. F, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Elmo Simmons, 
145th F. A., 

Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Set. Karl Boshard, 
145th F. A., 

Camp Kearney, Cal. 
David John, 

145th F. A., Bat. FB, 
Camp Kearney, Ca). 
David E. Daley, 
148rd F. A-, Bat. D, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Bruce Simmons, 
Ft. Douglas, 

Salt Lake City 

A. D. Anderson, 
862nd Inf., Co. C, 
Camp Lewis, Wash. 
David Rogers, 

158th Inf., Co. F, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Ether J- Stucki, 
848th F. A., Bat. C, 
Camp Lewis, Wash. 
Frank Goold, 

362nd Inf., 

Camp Lewis, Wash. 
Clyde Mackay, 
Aviation Corps, 
Somewhere in France 
Clarence P. Greer, 
Aviation Corps, 

San Antonio, Texas 
FI. Elbert Huish, 
362nd- Inf., Sup. Co., 
Camp Lewis, Wash- 
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A. Ladru Jensen, 
362nd Inf., Am: Tr. 
Camp Lewis, Wash. 
Lynn Openshaw, 
15th FA. Bat. FY 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Oscar Anderson, 
Annapolis, Md. 
Lieut. Wm- Crawford, 
145th F. A., Bat. BF, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
George Marshall, 
Los8th Inf, Co, F, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Frank Taylor, 

145th FL A, Bat. F, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Glen Fields, 
Aviation Corps 
Kelly Field, Texas 
Lyle Flemming, 
145th F. A.,.Bat .F, 
Camp Kearney, Cal. 
Frank Johnson, 
362nd Inf., 

Camp Lewis, Wash. 
Vern Oberhansley, 
362nd Inf., 

Camp Lewis, Wash. 
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Sterling Taylor, 
Prison Guard, 
Ft. Douglass, Utah 
Gilbert Fjeldsted 
Burk Thomas 
Clinton Larsen 
Einer Anderson 
Clarence Brown 
Mark Partridge 
Fenton Partridge 
Want Eggertsen 
Frank Gardner 
Monroe Clark 
Emmett Clark 
Vernie Thorn 
Paul Kuhni 


David Nelson 
Dow Shumway 
Kidwin Crawford 
Irving Jennings 
Lawrence Morris 
David Kgar 
Silas Cheeney 
James Stratton 
David Julian 
Earl Snell 

Guy Hurst 
Glenn Crandall 
Leamon Randall 
Vernon Nuttall 
Charles Hone 
Edwin Baird 
Marion Harris 
James Gregerson 
Than Curtis 


The above list may not be com- 
plete, but we have as many names 
and addresses as could be ob- 
tained. If any person’s name is 
cmitted, it is entirely uninten- 
tional on our part. 

—Committe- 


My Poverty 


My neighbor rides in a motor car 
I can’t afford it. 


My neighbor smokes a good cigar, 


I can’t afford it. 
Cigars and autos and such trash 
Require lots of precious cash, 

I can’t afford it. 


My neighbor hits a rapid pace, 
I can’t afford it. 
Intemperance is a disgrace, 
I can’t afford it. 
A life of dissipated ease 


Will surely bring pain and disease. 


I can’t afford it. 


My neighbor does a selfish deed, 
I can’t afford it. 

To other’s rights he pays no heed, 
T can’t afford it. 


Wrongs done to others cause regret 
And vice brings pain we ne’er forget: 


I can’t afford it. 


—kK—’18. 


The Best Gift 


A drift of snow, the peal of bells, 
A. star, a holly spray, 
And men’s hearts throb and Jove and give, 
For it is Christmas day. 
*# ££ + & & & & 
My present to you is the smile of a child, 
A poor little, wan little, baby of grief, 
In a dreary far country, a land of despair; 
Tiny shoulders, too young for their burden of care; 
My present to you is this child’s relief. 


{ 
My gifts I have scattered among those who need. 
Not to us, but to those of the unhappy throng, 
And giving is not of its joyousness shorn; 
Right gladly I bring you this Christmas morn 
Fmpty hands, and full heart, and a tear, and a song. 


—L. T., ’21. 
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Soldier Boys’ 


Christmas 
Boxes 


Ais 
2 


After days of work and worry the girls of the 
B. Y. U. have at last sueceeded in mailing Christ- 
mas boxes to every B. Y. U. boy in the training 
eamps whose address could be obtained. We find 
that our boys are scattered from New York to Vir- 
ginia and from the eastern coast to the western: 
No matter where they are we are sending them all 
the Christmas cheer that can come from the hearts 
ef five hundred loyal girls. 


The boxes contained candy and cake made in 
the Domestic Science department, handkerchiefs 
made by the Domestie Art girls, and a small ‘‘Y”’ 
pin awarded as a badge of honor by the student 
body. The wrappings were suggestive of the B. 
Y. U., the nation and Christmas—the three things 
apt to be uppermost in the minds of the boys at 
this season of the year. 


ioe 
ee 


Uncle Josh Hales Writes 


Camp Lewis, Nov. 27, 1917. 

Dear Bro.:—It is Tuesday night after the big 
divisional parade. This afternoon the whole camp 
and that means about forty thousand men, stepped 
hy Major General Greene. Picture in your mind a 
erowd of men standing four inches between elbows 
and forty inches between back and chest, covering 
about 160 acres and then you have it. When they are 
strung out four abreast, they sure make some line. 
We began to march by the reviewing officer at 
about one o’clock and there was a continuous line 
from then until after four o’clock and no man went 
by him twice, either. When a person gets into a 
line of that kind he begins to realize how small 
and insignificant one man is. But when he hears 
the old ‘‘Star Spangled Banner’’ played, it sends 
a thrill of patriotism up his spine, which makes him 
feel like three or four Germans would be easy mon- 
ey. Today is the first time we have had divisional 
parade, so it was quite interesting to me, as well 
as several thousand onlookers. 


It took a long time for me to see the necessity 
for this military exactness. It’s pretty hard to stand 
at attention and know that there is a bunch of 
‘‘chickens’’ going by and not be able to give them 
the ‘‘once over-’’ ; 

This army life is just like a big relay team. If 
one person doesn’t do as he is told, it is just like 
throwing a beet fork into a threshing machine. Our 
captain says that the only difference between an 
army and a mob is that one is organized and the 
other isn’t. 

I like army life better all the time, although 
it is quite different from civilian life, where you 
enn go and come when you want, but this is war 
time and we all expect to sacrifice some comforts 
and pleasures, in order to keep the old ideals and 
standards of our forefathers above board, and also 
help our friends across the pond to establish a 
cemocratic form of government. 

It might be interesting to you to know just 
what we do ina day. At about 5:30 the bugler 
rubs his eyes, reaches over his head, grasps the old 
horn and blows us out of our dreams and into a 
khaki suit. At six we line up for reveille. It’s 
dark at that time of night, and it’s a good thing for 
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some of us that it is, because we might be caught 
with our shoes on the wrong foot, or our blouse 
unbuttoned and that means Wednesday afternoon 
scrubbing, washing windows, ete. After  reveille 
ond before 6:30 we sweep the floor, scrub the 
false teeth, and make our beds, and believe me, there 
isn’t a wrinkle in a blanket. ‘‘Sanitation’’ is the 
word. I tell you I’m going to be some help to 
mother when I get back. At 6:30 we have break- 
fast, after which we wash our own dishes and get 
ready for drill. At 7 and just as it is getting light, 
we go out to drill; from 7 to 8, physical exercise; 
S to 9:30, company drili; §:30 to 10, lecture; 1 to 
11:30 a hike through the woods; 11:30 to 1, din- 
ner; 1 to 8, more drill; 3 to 3:30, more lecture; 
3:80 to 4:30, athletics. At 5 we have retreat; 5:30, 
supper, and from 6:20 to 7:20, school; from then 
until 10, we are our own bosses: 

We have Wednesday and Saturday afternoons 
eff to do the family washing, mending, ete. Some- 
time we get a pass and go to town, but $15 per 
won't allow many trips. 

The White and Blue and the Spanish Fork 
Press are by far the most interesting papers 1 
read and there are few sentences in either of them 
that are not thoroughly digested. 

I think the big lesson I learned while at home 
and at school was to keep a high standard of mor- 
als, which most fellows in the army eare little or 
nothing about. Another thing is to make the head 
and other parts of the body work together, which 
is absolutely necessary in order to be a good sgol- 
dier, and I think the training I received in the ‘‘Y”’ 
gym has helped me greatly. 

We have quite a number of those conscien- 
tious objectors to war; one of them refused to wear 
the uniform. The other day while he was bathing, 
we stole his civilian clothes and left a uniform in 
its place. He cried about it for a couple of hours, 
but, of course, gradually got into the uniform. 

The other day while out hiking we came to the 
shore of American lake. We had been walking 
briskly for about an hour, so the captain looked 
around and found a good place to rest and com- 
manded, ‘‘Fall out.’’ After we had rested ten min- 
utes, he commanded, ‘‘Fall in’’ and of course, Ray 
Robertson, Frank Goold, Orton Durham, Earl 
Clements, Sam Brooks, Ladru Jensen and some of 
the other ‘‘Rookies’’ made the high dive. 

Yesterday, Blackie Huish, while in the mus- 
ter office (waiting for more victims to be exam- 
ined) gave vent to his feeling and began to sing 
“Where do we go from here, Boys.’’ A lieutenant 
in the other end of the room came up to him and 
said, ‘‘Cut that noise out. What in h—— do you 
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think this is, an opera house?’’ In the afternoon 
Blackie and the same lieutenant were studying the 
nomenclature and care of the rifle. After the lieu- 
tenant thought he had Blackie thorougly acquaint- 
el with the gun he said, ‘‘Huish, what is a fine 
sight?’’ Blackie promptly said, ‘‘A shipload of 
Heutenants going down.’’ 

tiive all the fellows my best regards. 

I am always— 

—Josh. 


0—=-0——0> 


Dramatic Association Begins 


Work 


The Selection of Material Has Been Made and Try- 


outs Soon to Take Place 


Come one, come all, who long for fame. Here 
1S an opportunity to place your name in the history 
of the B. Y. U. Dramatie club-. 

“ Miss Barlow, after much study anl careful 
choice from the abundant supply has selected the 
adequate play, ‘‘Green Stockings.’’ As its name 
suggests, it is an excellent comedy which verges on 
the tragedy for the sake of spiciness and ends up 
with a laugh. 

The plot rises from a custom of an older sister, 
if unmarried wearing green stockings to the wedding 
of her younger sister. In the play, father is very 
sensitive concerning his oldest daughter and will 
uot permit the marriage of the last little sister un- 
til she is disposed of. Big sister, getting tired of 
the patronizing pity leveled at her, takes the situa- 
ticn in her own hands, and the manner in which she 
eludes the wearing of the green stockings for the 
third time, using tact, yet delving into difficulties 
revertheless, is diverting and amusing, 

There are twelve characters in the play and 
with so great a contrast as to afford ample oppor- 
tunity for the exercising of all talents. Whether 
vou are amateur, professional, or neither, if you 
have any inclinations along this line, come and 
enter the try-outs. The school must be represented 
Ly the best and you may fit exactly into the part. 

The play was read last night to an appreciative 
audience and from the interest and enthusiasm 
shown, a great number are planning to try out. Now 
why not you, too, student? This is one activity 
which the war must not affect. 

The try-outs are held the Saturday following 
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the vacation: So all the holiday may be used for 
private study and the week with the temporarily 
organized cast. Get into it at once and hand your 
name with the character you wish to impersonate 
designated, to Miss Barlow, 


O—o—0O 


Band Gives Sacret Concert 


The B. Y. U. band, under the direction of Prof. 
Sauer, furnished the program for Sunday evening. 
Murray Roberts was soloist. 

A large, appreciative audience was in attend- 
ance. Was the concert worth while? If you had but 
heard the echo of the multitudinous voices 
as the people vacated College hall you would have 
received a favorable answer to this question. 

The sweet, brilliant, melodious strains seem to 
be still resounding, not in the halls of College, but 
in the halls of memory, with that air of sacred rev- 
erence which characterized each selection: 

All praise and thanks is due Prof. Sauer, the 
hand members, Prof. Reid and Murray Roberts, for 
the delightful treat. 
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Y. M. C. A. Pledge Redeemed 


When the final checking up on our Y. M- C. 
A, fund was made last Thursday, we were agreeably 
surprised to find that the student body had over- 
subscribed its actual pledge of $2100, by $22.47. So 
far as we have been able to ascertain, no other 
school in the state has succeeded in reaching so 
high a mark, even though other schools have larger 
registrations than the B. Y. U. We feel to compli- 
ment the student body on its loyal support of this 
movement, for it is to the voluntary contribution of 
the individual students that we owe our success. The 
amount contributed were as follows: 


adyac students) == soos oe $1039.00 
Ment students 242-2252 es==en-- 878.47 
Maculty members: 2292222 Saas 205.00 
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Everybody Enjoyed Matinee Dance 


As a substitute for our regular social, a matinee 
cance was held Friday evening from 6:30 to 9:00 
o’clock and proved to be very entertaining for all. 

In brilliant spirit of competition, Professor 
Boyle, Coach Roberts, Eugene Hillman, and Clar- 
ence Edwards, each occupied a corner of the hall 
and engaged in various acts of alluring attractions, 
trying to induce the crowd to their portion. The 
coach, however, maintaining a ‘not-to-be-guessed-at 
attitude’’ surprisingly more than held his own, be- 
ing equaled only by the man at the door, who col- 
leeted all the nickels purposed for the sle¢t, 

These informal dances have become a very pop- 
ular function in our school recreation. They are 
Most of the students 
go over immediately from school and consequently 


held at a convenient time. 


there is even a larger attendance than at our more 
formal affairs. 

As this is merely the second of its nature held 
so far this year, there is greater promise for those 
in the future. 


GaIOVISS 
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Large Attendance at Oratorio 


Provo Shows Its Appreciation of Good Music 


The oratorio ‘‘The Holy City,”’ given at the 
Columhbia theatre last Monday night by the Provo 
Choral society under the direction of Miss Florence 
Jepperson, was pronounced one of the best musicales 
given in Provo for some time. The singers were 
accompanied by a symphony orchestra selected 
from the best talent the city affords. 

The large, enthusiastic audience which greeted 
the performance proves that Provo has ability to 
appreciate high class music. 

This was the initial appearance of the Choral 
society, but they intend to proceed with their work 
and furnish us with other numbers on memorial oc- 
casions. 

The proceeds from the entertainment are to go 
as a Christmas present for our Provo soldier boys. 

Miss Jepperson, the director, is a teacher of 
music in the university and leader of our Ladies’ 
chorus: A great number of the members of the 
society are B. Y. U. students. 
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A Word from Ladru Jensen 


Tleadquarters 316th Ammunition Train, 
Camp Lewis, American Lake, Was., 
December 13, 117. 
Dear Sterl — 

Happy to get your letter, and to learn that 
plans and work at the dear old ‘‘Y”’ are rolling 
right aleng, war or no war. It is the same com- 
mendable spirit for which our university is famous. 

Since excuses take space and don’t count, will 
say, that I am glad to send Christmas Greetings 
to the professors and students at the ‘‘Y.’’ I daily 
appreciate more fully the great value of the days 
at my Alma Mater. 

It’s now over three months since our first lit- 
tle group of eight Utah county men left Provo for 
Camp Lewis. In that group were six men from 
the ‘‘Y,’’ one from American Fork, and one from 
Virginia. Two nights later, by candle light, we 
were ushered into an unoccupied barrack, where 
filling our newly issued ticks with straw and roll- 
ing up in a couple of blankets, the tired rookies 
were soon snoring sweetly. 

Daylight, after our first army breakfast, we 
learned that we eight were to be the nucleus of 
company. “‘Blackie’’ is with the 362nd Supply 
is the only one out of that eight still with that 
company. ‘‘Blackie’’ is with the 262nd Supply 
company; Josh Hales has been on the range with 
his machine gun; Frank Beckstead carries the 
‘Billy’? of the military police; Earl Clements likes 
his work in an ambulance corps; and I am with the 
316th ammunition train- 

Oh, Gee, but it’s great to chat with the old 
friends from College hall. Up here we are more like 
brothers than familiar students. Ross Bean comes 
over the 347th field artillery occasionally, and 
we take great joy in reviewing the past and won- 
dering about the future. 

Laughing Sam Brooks, and a large number of 
younger ‘‘Y’’ converts are located in the field ar- 
tilery. Dave Butler and George Knight are in the 
362nd infantry, where most of the boys from Utah 
have been assigned. And from official report, the 
Utah boys are making the finest type of soldier. 

With drill from seven a, m, until 4:30 p. m., 
and ‘non-com’ meeting in the evening, you proba- 
bly wonder when we all get together. Well, we 
have the finest Mormon meetings one could 
agine. J attend them as often as possible, but am 
very busy leading the singing at one of the Y. M- 
C. A. buildings. You may smile, but we have some 


im- 


When about five hundred of those 
soldier boys get enthused, they nearly take the 
roof off the Y. M. C. A. with their singing. At 
ene of our Utah services, not long ago, where Pres- 
ident Ballard of the Northwestern States mission 
spoke to us, a standiag response was called for, to 
learn which Utah school had the largest representa- 
tion. Rah! Rah! the old ‘‘Y’’ came first, the *U’’ 
second, with the ‘A. C.’’ a close third) The old 
school loyalty seems just a little stronger away up 
bere away from home. 

All the men are enjoying the work, and have 
an intense spirit of competition, as well as an ex- 
cellent spirit of service. All of which makes for 
keen soldiering. The strangeness and newness of 
“squads, right,’’ ‘‘shoulder arms,’’ charge bayo- 
nets,’’ and ‘‘fire,’’ has progressively gripped the 
attention of the men and knocked off the rookie 
marks. Thus the time has passed quickly as 
we have consciously and unconsciously grown into 
habits of soldiering. 

I have been happy to receive the White and 
Blue, though I must confess it has made me home- 
sick at times. But even at this late date, I desire to 
be counted as one of the subscribers on your list. 
So please find enclosed check for the proper amount. 

A soldier’s best cheer, at Christmas Tide, to 
everyone at the dear old ‘‘Y.”’ 

—Corporal Adolph Ladru Jensen, 
Hqutrs. Detachmt. 316th Ammunition Train, 
Camp Lewis, American Lake, Washington- 
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Alumni Notes 


David J. Wilson and J. Edward Johnson, both 
former ‘‘Y’’ student body presidents, are making 
good in the law school at the University of Califor- 
nia. The mid-winter examinations are now on and 
we all wish them success. 

Arlean Mendenhall, 717, was chosen to make 
the prize cake for the winning basket ball team 
of Millard county. Arlean is the Domestic Science 
teacher at Hinckley. 

A. Ladru Jensen has been promoted to a cor- 
poral at the barracks in American lake. 

Marion Harris, last year’s student body presi- 
dent, has cast his lot with the ‘‘Government work- 
ers.’ Our best wishes follow him wherever he may 
be, 
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THE CLASSES 


SENIORS 


Within a few days another page of history will 
slowly turn, while we, with misty thoughts, look 
upon its golden setting. Will that page have re- 
corded deeds done by us? We shall be brought 
face to face with all the details that accompany the 
close of the old year and the beginning of the 
new, and we ask ourselves if we have been afraid 
to do our duty because of opposing opinions. Our 
lives are too short for envy. We must plan our 
work and the success will depend upon the char- 
acter of the deed and the doer. 

The world was never more full of opportuni- 
ties than it is now. There never was a_ better 
chance to establish Christ’s ideal ‘‘Peace on earth, 
good will toward men,’’ and like the three wise 
men, give gifts of love and comfort of soul. We 
shall look forward to another Christmas, when de- 
parted friends will again be with us and thank God 
who makes such things possible. 

Wishing the Faculty, Juniors, Sophomores, 
Freshmen and High school a Merry Xmas and a 
snecessful New Year, 

—Seniors. 

Another honor eame to the Senior class when 
Mr. Gammell won the contest in the Thanksgiving 
contest. 

Garda Gee and Elizabeth Lindsey entertained 
the Seniors at the home of Miss Gee Friday night 
in a very complimentary way. It is evident that 
they knew their art well, else why such a good time? 

o—o—0 


JUNIORS 


Dear Santa :— 

We aren’t going to ask for very much this 
year because we know the soldiers need more than 
we do. All we want is wisdom in selecting a new 
president. The men in our elass are all so good; so 
if you will help us to choose the very best we won’t 
ask for any more Christmas gifts. 

—B. C. 
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SOPHOMORES 


They sat on the wharf watching the _ boats 
glide slowly toward the docks. It was night and 
the big, round moon ¢ast its beams of light on the 
fishing vessels reflecting the great, white sails into 
the still, black waters beneath. In the distance a 


FRESHIES 


Merry 
~ mM 4 8 
Everybody ! 
Because 
Conservation 
is the 
of Xmas 
We’re going to give 
you a Xmas tree of 
words. We give the B. Y. U., 
Our Class! The prettiest 
girls, the fellows, the 
brightest scholars. We give 
you our. athletic victories, 
including the wishbone of our Cross 
Country Run turkey—our team, the com- 
ing champions of the school. We bestow on 
you our exuberant class spirit, with the hope 
that you may be inspired to ‘‘go and do like- 


keynote 


this year, 


best 


wise.’’ Another gift is our geniuses, who comprise 
the majority of the White and Blue staff; Anna 
Lewis with the prize cover, Sorenson 
with the prize poem and _ finally our 
| enthusiastic | 
| knitters, | 
The who have Newman’s 
Ukulele already New 
(uartet supphed Neckwear 
the U. S. 
and most 


of France 


mother called impatiently to her boy, long delayed 
on his errand. The voice was full and rich, rising 
in the musical scale a gradual crescendo, until the 
last notes were echoed back to us in high, clear-cut 
tones. Somewhere in the long line of sailing ves- 
sels, a captain was giving orders to his men. They 
came in, short, choppy sentences, carried by a husky 
voice that became thick and muffled when the own- 
er descended into the bottom of the boat—prob- 
ably the captain’s stateroom. The slow movement 
of the boats swayed the water fcrward and back- 
ward and the quiet spell of nature was broken by 
an occasional lapping against the posts of the pier. 
The crowd on the wharf were silent, for they watch- 
ed and waited. Presently their eyes brightened, 
for from far out on the water could be seen the 
dim spark of a light. It came nearer and nearer, 
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and grew larger and brighter. At last the outline 
of a boat could be seen searching its way toward the 
harbor, with the headlight reflecting its shadows in 
a fan-shaped glimmer o’er the water. When quite 
close to the wharf, it stopped and a voice called 
out, 

““Is this the student body ?’’ 

‘“Yes,’’? came from one of the crowd. 

There was a clinking of anchor chains and the 
Sophomores were landed at the wharf. Their new 
president, Ray Tuttle, had steered them safely in 
from sea, and they were now ready to join the stu- 
den body and enter into the full spirit of B. Y. U. 
life. 

—E. L. 


o—o—o 
FOURTH YEARS 


Last Friday was a day of smiles for the Fourth 
Years. The class met at 12:15. President Holt told 
ns that the Freshies had challenged the Fourth 
Years to a basket ball game. If we won the Fresh- 
jes would give us a swell party. No wonder there 
were smiles on their faces, because all they had 
to do was to leave it to their team. 

At 5:30 the Fourth Years came crowding into 
the gym, and so did the Freshies, and they out- 
numbered us, too. But they didn’t outplay our 
team. 

The game began with the Fourth Years in the 
lead. And never did they once pass our score. We 
doubled them and nearly trebled them. 

Then came the final, and the game ended with 
a score of 26-30- This game was certainly fairly 
and well played. But how could it not be, with 
Aldus Markham, Frank Willus, Albert Page, Har- 
old Brown, Karl Collett nd Russell Goodman in 
out team. Every man played his part, and was on 
the job every minute. 

And now, Freshies, we shall beat you again 
next Thursday, and we are all in readiness for that 
party. 

I am sure that Santa Claus has already visited 
the Fourth Years. We certainly think he gave us 
a fine Xmas present. 


0—0—0 
THIRD YEARS 


Dere Santy Clause: 

Are you coming to Provo this winter? If you 
are, you kan bringe me some prezents. I’d like 
to have a rubber dolle what squeeks and a tin sol- 
diere what kin lick the kiser. If you like to bring 
me things, others will do. 

Oblige, 
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—Harle Jones. 
Dear Old Saint Niek :— 
Please bring me a uniform, the 
Uncle Sammy wants. 


kind that 
—Howard Perkins: 
Dear Santa: 

My wants are very few this year. If you could 
arrange it I should like a wrist watch and a half 
dozen pairs of silk hose, assorted colors, full 
length. A set of furs, mink most desirable, and a 
ring with four pearls in it. A lavalier and a new 
dress with high top shoes to match would not be ob- 
jectionable. I might need a new manicuring set, 
so bring me one, an ivory one. I should also like a 
box of Brazil nut creams, and two or three of Blue 
Dutch chocolates. Then, if you have any more 
you would like to send, just make it up in books, 
candy, ribbons and other things, and send along a 
cedar chest. 

Hoping you will bring them all, I remain, 

—Alberta Me. 
Dear Santa Claus: 

We, the following, would not object to your 
ending the war, so our soldier lads may not have to 
go to France, for our Xmas present. 

—Rob Huish, 
Della M., 
Thelma, 
Amanda, 
Committee. 
Dear Old Saint Nickolas: 
Please bring me a lover, a box of chocolates 
and a fire-place with lights turned down now. 
Expectantly, 
—Rhea. 
Dear Old Man: 

Please send me twenty pounds of weight and 
my Dad’s signature: 

Yours in haste, 
—Mack. 
Santa Claus: 

Please make Rhea like me more. 

—L. Neilson. 
Dear St. Nick: 
I want just a dimple or two more, so the girls 
will ask me to smile more often. 
Sincerely, 
E. Byron D. 
Dear Santa: 

Please make the other boarder stay out of the 
parlor when we’re in there. 

—Della and Jerry. 
Dear Santa Claus: 

The Third Years are really considerate of their 

wants this year, although only a few are given here, 
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We hope that every one has a Merry Xmas and that 
the Sammies will enjoy their Xmas, too. Many of 
us are sending them boxes. Of course, I don’t 
know whether the fruit cake will have too much 
spice in it or not. At least, I hope not. 

We want you to give every one a Merry Christ- 
mas and a Happy New Year, with lots of good res- 
elutions, and no ‘‘after Xmas dinner’’ pains, 

—Third Year Class. 
0—0—o 


SECOND YEARS 


Dearest Santa Claus: 

My mother, what’s named Mrs. B. Y. U., says 
that if I was good an’ didn’t ery about exams, an’ 
everything, I could write an’ tell you what we all 
want for Chris’mus, even if I was nex’ to the littlest. 

Adrian L., what’s the oldest of us, says for you 
not to forget his powder puff and powder, or his 
lavender hose or his ivory inlaid shaving set, and 
a lip stick, like the one he’s got now that’s about 
wore out from lending it to the girls. I don’t 
know what all them things is, but maybe you do. 
Marguerite just wants will power enough to keep 
her Hoover pledge, and Billie Coleman says that 
if you’ll just bring him a ‘“‘steady’’ he’ll be as 
pleased as pleased. 

I don’t believe Wm. Snow, Jr., knows what he 
is talkin’ about, but these are the very words he 
said: ‘‘Tell the old man to send me a charm that’ll 
make me immune to heart smashers.”’ 

Etta Ogden’s got some sense. All she wants 
is that an unmarried soldier man’ll get her Christ- 
mas box. Gertrude says for you to drop some dol- 
lars in our treasury, for goodness’ sakes. And now, 
my little bit of a brother, Albert Nuttall, says he 
don’t want hardly a thing, but if you’ll just make 
him as big as Bully Buttle, he’ll be mighty ‘‘darn’”’ 
glad. With nothing but his eyes, Reed S. says: 
“Tell him I want Rhea’s heart no more. ’Course 
you can let him have it, if you want to, but if I 
was you, I’d make him work hard for it. 

The rest haven’t said what they want yet, but 
don’t you forget any of them. Maybe I’ll write 
you again before Christmas. With love to Mrs. 
Santa, I’m still 

—Little Sister. 

P. S—Above all, dear Santa, don’t forget to 
take from the Second Years, to all the school, a fer- 
vent hope, and a hearty wish that Christmas tile 
may bring to them good cheer, good health, good 
luck in everything. 
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The Thief 


“Tt is a painful duty that I have to perform 
this morning,’’ said President Brimhall at Devo- 
tional. 

‘This school is used as the harboring place of 
a thief. And in thinking how we might eatch and 
punish him, I was reminded of an incident that 
happened in the pioneer log-cabin that was my 
home when a boy. 

‘*“George,’ said my mother one morning over 
aifty years ago, ‘there is a snake in the nouse. 

‘“My father only smiled, There was snow out- 
side, and how could a snake be moving about in 
frosty weather? My mother persisted, however, 
declaring that she could smell the noisome reptile; 
and so we searched the house from loft to cellar, 
without finding any trace- 

‘‘A day or two later, the cream had been dis- 
turbed and partially eaten off the milk-pan. The 
children all declared they had not touched it, and 
we had no cat in the house. 

‘“<There’s a snake in the house, and I know 
it,’ Insisted my mother. 

“‘One morning while a big fire was blazing in 
the hearth, one of the children cried, 

‘**Mama, look there!’ 

‘**Sure enough, out of a crevice in the hearth- 
stone protruded the glittering eyes and forked 
tongue of a rattler. For a moment we were all 
terrified; then as father tried to reach the poker, 
the reptile withdrew its ugly head, and we heard 
the rattling menace of its tail underneath the flag- 
stone. 

‘““Tear up the hearth-stone at once, George!’ 
said my mother. ‘That snake must be killed, or it 
will kill some of us.’ 

“But father was a man of cool judgment. 

‘«“Bring me a cup of cream,’ said he, and pro- 
ceeded to set it on the hearth a foot away from the 
hole. Then he stationed himself within striking 
distance. Soon the snake reached its long neck out 
to taste the bait, and with one blow of the poker 
my father killed the vicious intruder. 

“In this school, hiding under the protecting 
warmth of its hearth-stone, is a human snake. Let 
him beware, lest he receive similar treatment!’ 

‘Or rather,’’ said the president, in a tone more 
of pity than of anger, ‘‘let us say that some stu- 
dent is harboring within the hearthstone of his 
heart, a deadly serpent, which, if he does not kill, 
will inevitably kill him.’’ 

The impression produced by this story was one 
almost of awe and terror- 


WHITE AND BLUE 


“Did you ever know another man that could 
‘put over’ a moral like that?’’ asked one student 
of his seat-mate. ‘‘If that story doesn’t kill the 
snake, and all its eggs in this school, then the stu- 
dent that harbors it has already been killed, and 
deserves nothing better than to be cast out on the 
rubbish-heap, as was that pioneer rattler.”’ 

Ed. Note:—The above is a theme handed in by 
a student in one of Prof, Nelson’s English classes. 

0-—o—0 


Calendar 


Monday 
The illustrated lecture by Mr. Raines was en- 
joyed by all. 


Tuesday 
Athelia Booth spent the day in debating the 
question: ‘‘Which is best—A White and Blue edi- 
tion, a missionary or a soldier boy?’’ 


Wednesday 


Pat sent out a call for help on her trousseau. 
She is going to become a war bride in the near 
future. 


Thursday 


The faculty gym class and their partners were 
entertained by Mrs. Herald Clark, 


Friday 

During the predevotional period Mr. Hicken 
announced the results of the Y. M. C. A. pledges. 
The amount was $2116.47. The girls of the uni- 
versity contributed a little over $1000. The boys, 
880, and the faculty $205. 

The faculty members held a unique party in 
the Art gallery. 

After the matinee dance the members of the 
Senior class were entertained by Miss Gee and Miss 
Lindsay. 


Saturday 
The following letter was left in 18-C: 
Dearest Santy: 
Please send men a heart in place of the one 
Blaine Kelsey stole last Friday night. 
Wif uf, 
—Billie 
Sunday 


Coleman: 


Instead of the usual evening services, the band 
gave a sacred concert. 

Prof. Boyle’s theology class 
program in the Linden ward. 
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If the White and Blue deserves 
the favorable mention it has re- 
ceived from the rostrum and oth- 
er places, we are very pleased to 
state that the success, such as it 
is, has been brought about main- 
ly through the untiring efforts 
of the individual members of the 
staff. Each has been faithful in 
doing his work and doing it well. 

A little encouragement from 
outside sources is sincerely appre- 
ciated. We shall bend every ef- 
fort toward making our paper 
even better in the future than it 
has been in the past. 


The Christmas contests are ov- 
er and we trust that all are sat- 
isfied with the results. 

The competitive element this 
year was not so keen as last year ; 
only half as many stories and es- 
says were entered. Whether this 
is because most of the mature 
students are away, or whether it 
is simply a lack of interest on 


the part of everybody, we do not 
know. The latter seems to be the 
solution, however. 

We have noticed this apparent 
indifference in every line of com- 
petition so far this semester. 
(With the exception of athletics.) 

It would be inconsistent to be- 
lieve there is any lack of ability 
in our school, but the students 
are evidently backward in ex- 
pressing themselves either orally 
or in writing. 

More interest was displayed in 
the cover design contest than in 
any other. Several plates are 
worthy of special mention. Each 
one shows originality and eare- 
ful thought as well as a ereat 
deal of tedious work. 

The prize design submitted by 
Anna Lewis speaks for itself: 
The work of Earl Groneman is so 
Leautiful and artistic that we feel 
justified in running it as a front- 
ispiece. He is indeed to be com- 
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plimented on his efforts. 

The pieces submitted by Miss 
Phillips, Sadie Smith, Zelph Cal- 
der, and others are also desery- 
ing of honorable mention. 

We wish to thank all of the 
above students for their interest 
and work, which is indeed ap- 
preciated. 


The staff desires to thank Prof. 
Snow, Prof. Osmond, Mr. Snell, 
Miss Eggertsen, Mr. Larson, Miss 
Young, and Miss Lindsay, for 
their services in judging the va- 
rious contests. We are sure that 
satisfaction was given and their 
work well done. 

We also desire to acknowledge 
the interest Prof. Eastmond has 
shown in connection with all 
the art work of the paper, and 
to thank him very kindly. 


A HAPPY NEW YEAR 


Health enough to make work a 
pleasure. 

Wealth enough to support your 
needs: 

Strength enough to battle with 
difficulties and overcome them. 

Grace enough to confess your 
sins and forsake them. 


Patience enough to toil until 
some good is accomplished. 
Charity enough to see some 


good in your neighbor. 

Cheerfulness enough to make 
all others glad. 

Love enough to move you to 
be useful and helpful to others. 

Faith that shall make real the 
things of God. 

And hope that shall remove all 
anxious fears concerning the fu- 
ture. 


Hope—When that farmer boy kiss- 
ed me he told me he had never kiss- 
ed a girl before. I was furious. 

Hope’s Friend—Why? 

Hope—I told him I absolutely ob- 
jected to being an agricultural experi- 
ment station. 


Dissection in a Meat Market 


Butcher—Come, John, be _ lively 
now; break the bones in Mr. Jones’ 
chops and put Mr. Brown’s ribs in 
the basket for him. 

John (briskly)—All right, sir; just 
as soon as I have sawed off Mrs. 
furphy’s leg. 
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Santa’s Letters 


Dear Santa Claus: 
Send more girls! I only have 
a different one Wednesdays, 
Fridays and Sundays. A 
change is as good as a rest. 
Lock Hales. 


Dear Santa: 

I’m afraid I’m going to lose 
out in the dramatic try-outs. 
Please send some competent 
judges. Fern Broadbent. 


Dearest Santa: 

I wish you would send me a 
new face to ‘‘doll up.’’? [I’m 
tired of this old one. 

‘**Begila” Moffett. 


Dearest Santa Claus: 
Please send me some new 
ideas for my spring wardrobe. 
Ruth Partridge. 


Santa Claus Dear: 
Roll the years back and make 
me sixteen for just a few nights 
Delila Higgs. 


Parable of the Young Woman 
Who Sought a Husband 


Now it came to pass that there dwelt in the 
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Dear Santa Claus: 

Please send Prof. Nelson an 
Ingersoll with an alarm attach- 
ment, so students wont miss 
any more than half an hour of 
their next class. 

English I. 


Dear Friend Santa: 

Give us a school whose eyes 
are opened to our exception- 
ally unique personalities. 

Pickering & Cassidy. 


Dear Old Santa: 

Will you please send me a 
few more hairs for my upper 
lip, so they can be seen at least 
two feet away. 

Frank Newman. 
Dear Santy: 

’*Tis a consummation devout- 
lv to be wished that you send 
me a brilliant class ‘“‘per se.’’ 

Prof. Osmond. 


Santa Claus: 

Hurry and send some one 
that will appreciate my witty 
remarks. 

La Celle Sumsion. 


ninth hour. 


My Dear Santa: 

I can write clever sonnets for 
the White and Blue, but—give 
me the tact to approach Miss 
Stahmann. 

Willard Hawkins. 


Dearest Santa: 

Would you kindly send me a 
tonic to make my disposition 
more pliable. It’s rather 
squeaky in the joints. 

Silas Bushman. 


Dear St. Nick: 

I want an aeroplane so that I 
may a little higher soar above 
this common rabble. 

* Reed Gammell. 


Santa Darling: 

Please bring Reed enough 
money to buy me a diamond 
ring. Maggie Fiandsen. 


Santy, Old Top: 

Please come to my rescue 
and cause a catastrophe tu 
keep Pat from getting married. 
It will break my heart. 

Jerry Dunn. 


But no man tarried at her abode beyond the 
And she was sore discouraged and re- 
tired unto the kitchen, while it was yet at the time 


of the harvest to help Mother out in a pinch. 


And it came to pass that prince journeyed that 


I-d-a-h-o called Viola 


3owker, who would fain have taken a husband to 


land of a certain maid, 


wed. 

But none came seeking her, whereupon she was 
downeast with much sorrow and took counsel of the 
Heart Problems Department in the monthly scroll. 

And she applied herself diligently unto books, 
and gat great learning concerning poetry and the 
Drama, and the suffrage question and a multitude 
of things like unto these. 

But no man sought her out. 

Then she said in her heart, | must be musical 
and learn about art. And she learned to play the 
Reeth-Oven sonatas on the family harp, and gather- 
unto herself much wisdom pertaining unto light’ 
and shade, 


way and sat down to meat with them, and when 
the dessert came on, he was filled with great joy, 
saying, ‘‘Who hath baked this scrumptious cherry 
pie?’’ And the maiden answered him with many 
blushes saying, ‘‘Even I.’’ Whereupon he arose 
from the table without more ado and embraced her 
with great gusto, exclaiming ‘‘Verily, I shall take 
thee to wed, even this night.’’ 

And it came to pass that he took her to wife, 
even as he had said, and they lived happily ever 
after. 

And she, that had tarried long, said within 
herself, Let the foolish Virgins worship at the altar 
of art if they desire; but how shall a man eat the 
poems of Browning or be sated with the sonatas 
of Beeth-Oven? 

—Selected- 
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How Uncle Sam Treats His 
Soldiers 


SOLDIER AND SAILOR INSURANCE 


If a soldier or sailor is killed, and he has a wife 
and children, the government will provide compen- 
sation for the wife, so long as she remains unmar- 
ried, and support the children until they become 
18 years of age. 

These payments range from $25 for a widow 
alone to $57.50 for a widow and four children. Ii 
the man is totally disabled the government will 
make a fixed monthly payment to him ranging 


from $30 a month, if he is married, to $75 a month,, 


i’ he has a wife and three or more children. Should 
he be so helpless as to require a nurse or attendant 
he will be given up to $20 additional. Should he 
lose both feet, both hands, or both eyes, or be per- 
manently bedridden, he will be paid $100 a month, 
whether he is a bachelor or married. 

0—o—o 


For the first time in more than 50 years Christ- 
mas Day finds America at war. In this chaos of 
civilization the power of America was needed to tip 
the seales in favor of freedom and democracy as 
against the enslavement of the world which would 
inevitably follow the triumph of military despo- 
tism. Terrible as the war is, and fearful as are the 
sacrifices it entails, nothing is comparable to free- 
dom and liberty. For thousands of years suffer- 
ing humanity has been striving for the goal of free- 
dom and democracy. Today that goal has been on- 
ly partially won. It never can be secured until the 
last remaining stronghold of military despotism in 
the world is destroyed. 

Germany, under the Kaiser, not content with 
threatening the civilization of Europe, finally 
sought to destroy America. For more than two 
years, while we were serupulously observing our 
treaty obligations with Germany, the Kaiser was 
secretly plotting against our security and subtly 
under-mining America’s vital rights. Not alone 
was the saftey of democratic institutions in Am- 
erica challenged by the Kaiser’s aggressions, but 
the very life of our people, and the ideals for which 
we have always stood, were imperiled. We had to 
fight to save ourselves and to secure the national 
integrity. To accomplish that we are bound to de- 
stroy Kaiserism. When we shall have performed 
this great service for humanity dnd the world we 
shall have liberated it from the fear of future wars, 
and we shall have brought immeasurably nearer 


slall need their help in the future. 


Wishing Our Patrons a 
Merry Christmas and a 


Happy and Prosperous 
New Year 


IN 1918 MAY WE WORK MORE UNITEDLY 
TO MAKE PROVO A BIGGER CITY, THE B. Y. 
U. A BETTER UNIVERSITY, A GREATER 
STATE AND THE U.S. A. THE GREATEST OF 
ALL NATIONS, 


Why We Should Stand by Our 
Advertisers 


Why we should support our advertisers: 

For the same reason that an autoist keeps his 
engine well oiled, his tank filled and his tires in- 
flated. —G, H. Brimhall. 
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Mutual patronage is a practical expression of 
the Golden Rule. 
—J. C. Swenson. 


0—o—o 

We should stand by and support any firm or 

person that contributes to our welfare, because true 
Americanism teaches the gospel of reciprocity. 
—J, E. Hayes. 

—_——0—0— 0 


Ist. Because it is right. 2nd. Beeause we 


—E. H. Holt- 
o—o—o 


Provo’s business men need our good will; like- 
wise we need theirs. 
H. R. Clark. 
o0—o—o0——_—— 


The business man’s support to the ‘‘ White and 
Blue’’ by way of the hard coin paid in for adver- 
tising space enables the management of the paper 
to keep it at that high degree of excellence which 
characterizes it and keeps it a constant stream of 
intellectual stimulus flowing out from the school 
to the public. 

—A. N. Merrill. 
0—0—o - 


Students, did you ever stop to think that, with- 
out tke support of the business men of Provo it 
would be impossible to print the White and Blue? 
The major part of the funds necessary for its pub- 
lication is subscribed by them. If you expect the 
business men to continue to support your paper and 
your school you must practice reciprocity. 

—Arech M. Thurman, 
Secy: Provo Commercial Club. 
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; Paitleicd Arts 


“To feel, to appreciate , to understand the 
beauty of nature and of art, is one of the greatest 
gifts that can be given to anyone.’’ 

High School Domestic Science 

The High School girls have been busy this 
week making salad of every kind and description. 
Fruit, vegetable, meat and combinations of the 
two. Leftover materials have also found their way 
into delicious salads with either French, mayon- 
aise or boiled dressing, and an added touch has 
been given with cheese straws. 

The A class has been cooking apples in as many 
‘yays as possible, and how tempting were the odors 
and mere glimpses, to the one who chanced to be 
passing that way. 


—L. C. 
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Xmas Sweets 


Xmas and sweets are synonymous terms; we 
must have our candies and cakes to make our mer- 
riment complete. 

It is surprising how many delicious Christmas 
sweets one can make without using eggs, refined 
cane or beet sugar. Honey, molasses, maple and 
brown sugar are the basis of many little-known 
sweets that will delight old and young at Christ- 
mas time. 

Here are the names of some candies which 
can be made: Honey Pinoche, Vermont Maple 
Kisses, Molasses Cream, Cocoanut Patties. 


Domestic Art Display 


The work that has been on exhibit in the cor- 
ridor of the Domestic Art Dept: for the last week 
or more is certainly up to a very high standard of 
excellence, both in design and workmanship. 

The course is given that takes up the subject 
of the designing and construction of infants’ 


clothing and affords opportunity for the expression 
of originality and skill. 

Art education that stands for the promotion 
ef the ideals of life is surely worthy of educational 
standing and recognition, 

Training School Work on Exhibition 

A fine exhibition of the Art and Manual train- 
ing of the elementary grades has been added to the 
collection from other parts of the state, to make a 
traveling exhibit. The Art section of the Utah 
Educational association is responsible for the 
movement. The Art and Manual Training work of 
our training school has held its own from the stand- 
point of pedagogical value, for many years. The 
spirit of rational correlation that is so pronounced 
in the Industrial Arts department of the High 
school and in the Correlated Arts department of 
the college is manifest in the work of the children 
in the grades. 

Possibly some work of the High school and 
College grades will be added to this traveling col- 
lection in the near future. 

We hope to have this exhibit here in the Art 
gallery—possibly soon after the holidays. 


the day when Christ’s divine message of ‘‘Peace 
on earth, good will toward men’’ will be realized. 

Grim and terrible as is the task before us, let 
us thank God on this Christmas Day in 1917, that 
noble America, faithful to her traditions, the un- 
daunted champion of democracy, has been called 
to perform this great and glorious service to man- 
kind- a eal 


—William G. McAdoo, 
Seeretary of the Treasury. 
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THE MEANING OF CHRISTMAS. 


Continued from Page 197 
Old Glory than a graduate student at New York. 

“Your Mother,” said Judge Wentworth, addressing the 
family, “has been deeply wrought up of late, in fact she 
has given serious thought and study all her life to that 
subject known in the world as religion. You are all in 
the vigor of expanding life. She draws nearer each day 
to the grave. Children, there is nothing certain as to 
when either of us will cease the count of mortal years. 
While little modern church show has ever been brought 
to your attention in our home, you have been taught, 
especially by your sacred Mother, all those splendid 
truths which so distinguish genuine religion from the 
sectarianism of the day. By example no less than precept 
we have endeavored to make a part of your very habits 
cf action the highest ideals that the ethics and morals of 
our generation foster.” 

“One of the most cherished consolations of my serious 
hours,’’ said Naoma, “is the fact that our noble Mother 
believes and prays. I am proud that she taught me how 
to pray. Only last week I was helped out of real trouble 
thru prayer.’”’ 

“Tam glad Father,” stated Eldridge in a conservative 
voice, ‘“‘you approached such a theme with all present. 
We can no doubt profitably engage the subject. I’ve 
been thinking for some time on very vital problems 
myself.” 

“Perhaps you face a situation akin to mine,” proffered 
the Mother. 

““At any rate I still stand in suspended judgment on 
many of these points. One thing upon which all thinking 
people can agree is that the career of the great Teacher 
and Master is not to be pretermitted.”’ 

“As I see things,’’ ventured Herold, the second child, 
“prayer and a Master both will function just to the 
extent of one’s ability to organize his own energy. That 
there are definite laws governing man’s progress no 
student will deny, and if you make God a God of law and 
nature, the sweeping forces of natural selection and 
experience your master teacher, you have therein a re- 
ligion that the present scope of human research will 
tolerate and justify.’’ 

“T began to view the matter something as you have 
expressed, at your age in my life. Your mother has 
never been able to reach the state of ease on that belief 
that I have. I used to pray, and at times experienced 
quite an emotional longing, but I think that to have been 
a subjective psychic condition that one finds no service 
in when it comes to matters of actually getting along in 
the world. I do not so state boastingly, but I take it 
that we have been successful all through life above that 
of the average man. I firmly believe it to be due to the 
fact that at the proper time in life we placed our faith 
in ourselves, men and the knowable things of this world, 
leaving the supernatural to the next life and all kindred 
vagueness to take care of itself. 

“But mark you, we have always been diligent to apply 
the knowledge which is very clearly and understandingly 
possessed by the race. This knowledge consists of our 
predecessors having learned by experience that to achieve 
progress, TO SERVE, a very definite proceedure must be 
strictly adhered to. These experiences organized, we call 
knowledge. It has been the great contribution of science 
to bring within our hand’s grasp, this mass of organized 
facts. This matter of PERCEIVING HOW TO ACT, one 
must build into himself. Society’s knowledge can become 
ours in but one way. Effort alone can iit our individual 
hands to the tools. Knowledge, much less wisdom, can- 
not be tacked on. It’s a rod that must be ACQUIRED. 

“J think the religion that has wrought our salvation 
culminated from your Mother’s hope in <he things that 
are to be found about us and my ability to see the rela- 
tionships ofthese varied and intricate factors. What 
more of a master could one want than his own energy, 
susceptible to intelligent direction, freed in a sunny world 
of opportunity! 

“To mortals the ‘brotherhood of man’ is much less 
inexplicable than the ‘fatherhood of God.’ In order that 
our thoughts, desires and acts be not perfunctory, man 
must know something, at least, of the nature of those 
beings or forces to which he responds. Therefore, he 
will make no mistake by putting his trust in this world 


and the present. Why try to fathom the mysterious past 
and future, which one can never get a tangible hold on, 
and pass over the rich, teeming present that we are 
capacitated in our natures to master and control? 

“Perspiration is a religious formula that will never 
fail you. Purity, truth, virtue, honesty, charity, sym- 
pathy and self respect are indispensible qualities in men 
end should be fostered sedulously. If man does have a 
future life, we can take care of that when we go hence, 
and assuredly the best way to prepare for immortality 
is to diligntly attend to the duties and opportunities of 
the present.” 


“Your words, Father, disclose much serious thought. 
Children, your daddy has already consented, and I am 
going to ask you all to kneel in prayer with me. This 
will be our first family devotion to God. You may judge 
from my supplication where my firm belief rests.” 

On Thanksgiving Day, 1917, conditions at the great 
millionaire’s home for the first time demand our full 
sympathy. A dense fog hung over the city in all its 
d:ngy, dismal gloom. A draped auto drew slowly up 
across the lawn before the front portico. For the first 
time in three long months Naoma felt the sweet confiding 
peace of home. Ravages of appendicitic-peritonitis had 
held her thither. That very day the message of brave 
Eldridge’s death reached them. The nearest they could 
mark his burial place was ‘‘somewhere in France.’ Away 
over in blood-soaked Europe, he had for two whole years, 
as he wrote home, ‘‘stormed the clouds of despotism that 
freedom’s lamp might glow.” 

“Dear little sister is with us today only by direct man- 
ifestation of a kind Father’s grace.” 

“What, Mother,” the oldest son queried, ‘‘do I under- 
stand you to mean that a power other than medical or 
human skill aided in her recovery?” 

“Herold, my child, most assuredly!” 

“Indeed brother, had you passed my role, you could 
not possibly doubt it.”’ 

“Could you have waited at her side,’’ continued the 
Mother, ‘‘those long, weary weeks wheu her life’s ebb 
knew not a single flow, day after day; when her body 
wasted until there was scarcely enough skin left to cover 
her bones; to see her suffer and sink for weeks, Herold, 
after the doctors said she could not last another hour; 
and then see the shadowy life still linger as you breathed 
a constant prayer, you could not question. Why son, the 
nurses returned time after time when each second was a 
greater surprise than the previous one that the last had 
not come. Indeed, all were reconciled to the worst but 
myself. The clinic stood baffled at each day’s revelation. 
They had jointly and serevally reasserted that her re- 
covery was a physiological impossibility. But the dear 
girl had faith; I continued to pray.” 

At this juncture the men folks left the room to conceal 
their mourning. Only the Mother had sufficient faith to 
call down that aid from God that made the death of their 
son bearable to the patient, convalescent, Naoma. 

“Boys, while we are alone, I want to appeal to you 
most earnestly. I am sure that you have been thinking 
about the future. As you know, these matters of religion 
have been uppermost in your parents’ minds for a long 
while. In fact, Mother has made this her one concern 
for years. Eldridge is gone. That we siall never see 
nor hear him again is a hard, hard thought. Ever since 
his enlistment, over three years ago, I have been possess- 
ed of increasing unrest and general disturbanc of my very 
being. Something that is plainly within us and yet 
totally inexplicable to me at first, became and remained 
active. I feared. The contentment and repose that had 
characterized my entire life up to that time was shaken. 
I would will such feelings aside repeatedly, but in our 
financial and social standing, our control of great wealth, 
I could no longer feel sufficient safety. I could see that 
every dollar of our riches could be taken from us just as 
easily as our son. 

“BHldridge volunteered his service to a cause the most 
worthy known to humanity, and as I could clearly see 
then, and as is now vindicated, it was very probable that 
he could not sufficiently serve that cause «end be left to 
come back to us. Surely virtue can never come to her 
own reward in this. He is gone, my sons, and all our 
thousands won’t make it possible for one of us to attend 
his funeral nor even know, ever know, the spot of his 
resting place. The anchor of my hope was false, it has 
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literally crumbled and come to naught.” 

“No more mysterious and inexplicable to the human 
mind is the immortality of the soul than the miraculous 
recovery of our only girl. Though we can’t understand 
it, we can’t deny it, for it’s here before our very eyes. 
On the same grounds, what right have we to reject our 
future and our God? Iam convinced of the error of my 
path; I’m hungry for the light of truth.” 

We now come in our story to Christmas, 1917. Not- 
withstanding no previous one had seen a vacant chair in 
their home, it was the most joyous. On Santa’s Eve 
their home devotion was inspiring and impressive to the 
depths of one’s soul. A group of six participated. The 
daughter-in-law occupied Eldridge’s numerical place in 
the family. 

“My dear ones” said the Judge in a clear tone, “I want 
to beg your indulgence in a story. I feel I should be un- 
grateful did I not express it. In face of the stern fact 
that death has recently claimed from us his first toll, 
and that our income for the last three years is just that 
for any quarter the previous decade, this is the most 
kindly Christmas of my life. Do not think I have gone 
back on any of you. I have seen happler holiday time 
than this, but never as joyous. It may require some re- 
flection for you to agree with me. 

“Could a man ever be more joyful than the hour when 
such a queenly woman as your Mother becomes his very 
own? When children that possess the major graces of 
the race come as a welcome blessing to his home. Five 
years since I should have said no. Tonight I assert a 
positive yes. Yes, because of late I have achieved that 
thing that pleases most of all this noble Mother heart. 
Yes, though death would not permit us to bury our own 
son. Yes, because my vision has extended an hundred 
fold. Yes, because that vision now shows to me the 
transcending joy of our sweet family joys extend beyond 
the grave, through a fairer land. My wife and my child- 
ren are mine now, infinitum! 

“You recall that some three years ago in this very 
room, I argued a religion of material harmony pertaining 
only to this world. I am as positive now that I was wrong 
as I was then conservative in making my statements. 
And the cause of the change? We came to the point 
where my earthly possessions and my philosophy of the 
survival of the fittest through productivity would not 
retain unto me the children I loved more dearly than life 
itself. I saw my son step on a platform of human ser- 
vice from which there was no possible return. I wit- 
nessed our only girl, flesh of my own blood, and pulse 
of my own soul, sink down death’s dreary vale to a pov- 
erty and suffering beyond the comprehension of man. 
I saw my wealth, rank, and station, wisdom of men, 
science in all its vaunted adroitness, stand helpless and 
defied before disease enthroned supreme. I saw her near- 
hushed life cling to something not of this world, and 
that something revive the spark of life, contrary to every 
law and practice of the code in which I placed my trust. 

“The whisperings of the inner man and the meanings 
of sacred ties that surge in every untarnished human 
breast, are too fundamental in meaning, of infinitely too 
great import to have their beginning, much less their 
ending, in the fifty short years of this mortal span. How 
blind is mortal man, how easy to smother the eternal man 
when we reason out of our lives the spirit of divine 
truth. 

“Well, in this uncertain mental state, I longed for 
light. My effort to bring to my rescue the notions upon 
which all my former years had had their bearing only 
aggravated my unrest. Mother supplied the missing link. 
She said the most likely God was one most like our- 
selves. I read men’s works from Ingersoll to the Prophet 
Isiah. Every spark of truth I ran across seemed to feed 
only its own hunger. At last the words of Tolstoi grip- 
ped my soul: “I began to understand that in the answers 
given by faith were to be found the deepest source of hu- 
man wisdom, that I have no reasonable right to reject 
them, and that they alone solved the problems of life.’’ 

“All as a flash it occurred to me that I had put faith 
in things all my life that I could not understand, the 
activity of which my very physical existence depended 
upon, and these I did not question. With this ray of light 
I reviewed some of the works of Lodge, Fisk and Burk- 
ley, and the whole field of my investigation began to 
look differently. I turned to the Bible and for the first 
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time could say in the honesty of my soul; ‘‘Lord, I will 
accept the right.” 

“By a power which now rests upon me, which I know is 
there but which I cannot fully explain, «(Just as I know 
electrical power is transmitted yet I cannot understand 
it) I know the following is true: Man has a spiritual 
entity that longs to commune with higher intelligence. 
We should seek to allow activity to this self, accepting 
the results, inexplicable as they are, just as we turn the 
electrical button, dispatch a wireless, plant the seed and 
never question the result when it is in our hand because 
we cannot understand all the involved processes. 

“There is a natural relationship between God and 
His children analogous to a kind mortal father and his 
family. How could God know our needs and how to help 
us, if in nature and experience he was not akin to us. 
When we understand God to be a perfected Man, eager 
to point us into the way where we can save ourselves, 
much as a teacher cannot stuff a boy’s brain but acquaints 
him with the materials out of which by self effort he 
builds his own mind, the practical man’s objection to 
Christianity clearifies and man finds common interests 
with God. 

“Thus Jesus came to earth and trod the simple path to 
heaven that we might the more easily discern it. He 
combined the wisdom of His Godship with the boon of 
mortal possiblility that He might ascend above all things; 
for this is the road that even the God’s must climb. 
‘Though He were a Son yet learned He obedience by the 
things which he suffered.’ He learned aud manipulates 
the law of this universe just as a man learns to build and 
successfully operate a great manufacturing plant. He is 
the author of our salvation but cannot give to us sal- 
vation. Salvation is the power and ability to place one’s 
self beyond one’s enemies. Jesus gained the power to 
place himself beyond the grasp of Lucifer and death. 
Immortality is some such an achievement for Him as is 
immunity from small-pox or the prisoning of malicious 
thoughts to man. By experience He learned the way. 
He bequeaths to us the ideals of His God-society.”’ 

“As this is the first Christmas I have understood the 
Fatherhood of God, it is the best one of my life. I want 
you all to kneel in prayer with me. I trust my utterance 
will assure dear Mother that at last I have found the same 
fountain of truth as she.” 
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Board of Representatives 


Dramatics claimed the attention of the board 
at the last meeting, and J. B. Sumsion was elected 
to take care of the financial side of that activity 
for the year. 

The soldier boys from our school will receive 
« Y pin as a symbol of our respect. The letter will 
not be a block Y and will therefore not be the reg- 
ular honor Y. 

Now is the time for the ambitious students in 
public speaking and story-telling to begin prepar- 
ing to participate in these activities, which will be 
exceptionally interesting this year- 

—Billie Coleman. 
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WHEN CHRISTMAS CANDLES GLOW 


Continued from page 196 
tad some money! He was the only support of his 
family—and how miserably he had failed! 

Through the large plate glass windows of a 
touse he passed he could see a gorgeous tree—and 
the thought of the dim, bleak emptiness of his 
own home made him desperate. 

Familiar forms on the sidewalks brought him 
to the realization that this was the Lane home. Mr. 
Iiane, smiling indulgently was taking some green- 
Lacks from a great roll of them, and handing them 
to his son, who went off, whistling, down the 
street. Sam watched the father thrust the roll 
carelessly into his overcoat pocket, and turn in at 
the gate. Hurrying up to him, he stopped him al- 
most roughly. 

‘*Mr. Lane,’’ he was speaking fast, ‘‘you turn- 
el me down before. You could employ me as well 
as not. I’ve got to have some money-”’ 

Lane started. 
of respect. 


This was an astonishing lack 
The boy’s wild eyes alarmed him. 
Gruffly, he thrust him aside, but not until Sam, 
with a Cexterious movement, had slipped the roll 
of bills into his own tattered pocket. The man, 
wishing that this unkempt looking person would 
not brush so close to him, strode up the steps and in- 
tc the house. 

Outside his own home, where so many passers 


lad stared impatiently, Sam stopped in astonish- 
ment. He rubbed his eyes, and peered through the 


vold glass. For an instant he thought he was 
dreaming or mad—and then he realized! His peo- 
ple had a beautiful Christmas just like other peo- 
ple. Probably it was charity, but charity failed 
to hurt him any more. Things had gone too far al- 
ready. At least, it was not stolen! 

Inside, the tree sparkled on. In the crude fire- 
place which had always been stuffed with rags to 
keep out the draft, a bright fire blazed. The chil- 
dren, wild with excitement, danced about and fin- 
eered the mysterious packages. Winnie, with more 
oranges than she could possibly eat, smiled con- 
tentedly, and rested: 

His mother greeted him joyously when he came 
in. Into his hands she slipped a little money. ‘‘ All 
that is left,’’ ske whispered brightly. ‘‘Some day, 
seon, you can go to Thornville and get work. And 
then, we can buy more things that we need.’’ 

Tke boy could not remember any time in his 
life when he had been so unutterably glad. He had 
bever been near enough to a great, beautiful Christ- 
mas tree to touch it before. And this one was 
theirs! It was childish, he knew, but how he did 
love it! 


After awhile, he slipped out. An envelope, ad- 
dressed to Robert 8S. Lane, was dropped into the 
corner mail box. Its sides bulged with the some- 
thing thick and round it contained. As he started 
into bis house again, he heard a seathing remark 
from the street: 

‘These poor beggars must have spent a terrible 
umount on that tree. Why haven’t they 
cnough to get something they really need?’’ 

And through the joy in his heart, Sam felt a 
sharp pang of pity—pity for these poor, complain- 
ing rich people who could not understand. 

0—0o-—0 
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SOMEWHERE IN THE U. §. 


Continued from Page 194 

But they never would have caught him; he 
never would kave been taken alive had it not been 
for the other one. Yes, the other one was a sneak 
and a coward; He deserved his fate. 

The young prisoner sank back on the cot with 
a sickening sensation flooding his whole frame. 
People would think he was a coward, too. How 
could they They could not. He 
thought of what this Christmas would mean to his 
parents; yes, and all the Christmases that were to 
eome. He would be sent home in a box and there 
would be these words, ‘‘Shot for deserting.”’ 

He could see his mother’s face bleach and her 
form droop under the shock; it would kill her. He 
could see his poor old father stagger with the blow 
and his locks turn gray as he aged under the dis- 
grace of it. And his little sister—Could she ever 
look the world in the face again? She would fret 
and pine away under the shameful bereavement. 
Yes, and there was someone else : 

He threw himself face downward on the cot 
and buried his face in his arms: The place grew 
dark and he heard the bugle blow for taps. He 
sprang up and paced back and forth with a defiant 
look in his eyes. He, a Marshall, shot for desert- 
Then the helplessness of his plight surged 
over him, again overwhelming him with remorse. 
Why had he been forced into a situatoin that had 
eaused him to act as he did? Why had he not rea- 
lized what he was doing before it was too late? 
, if he could have but one more chance. But, no, 
it was too late; there could be no other chance. 
Those stern officers who had presided at the court 
martial were forced to do their duty, when with 
pale faces, they had pronounced his doom. To- 
morrow at sunrise ‘ 

Through the hours of the night he lay and so- 
liloquised. He could hear the measured tread of the 
sentry outside, trudging his beat. Each step with 


understand ? 


ing. 
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its mechanical monotony, like the tick of a clock, 
measured the few precious seconds, minutes and 
hours that remained to him. 

At last the long, silent hours of the night, but 
all too short for him, were broken by the five-thirty 
bugle. He could hear sounds stirring about the 
camp and knew it would soon be light. It seemed 
to be growing lighter in his cell already, and, yes, 
there were the unmistakable sounds of footsteps 
approaching. They were coming for him. 

His fighting blood rose again to a white heat 
revolting waves shook his entire frame. With 
nerves keyed up under a tension that made his 
muscles stand out like prominent, hard knots, he 
sprang up and faced the door, like a tiger at bay. 
He could at least die game. 

Then his senses seemed to reel and swim and 
he came to a realization that he was in his own 
tent. The flap opened and in popped his chum. 

‘‘Well, what’s the matter? You look as if you 
had had a hideous nightmare. 

“Don’t stand there staring like that. Fall 
into those duds. We’ve barely time to get out for 
inspection and then we’re to have a four days’ fur- 
lough. We'll just have time to catch No. 9 and get 
home from Christmas eve.”’ 
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Sweet Landlady—Do let me tender 
you another piece of chicken. 

Sweet Boarder—Thank you, if you’ll 
just tender this piece you gave me, 
it will be all right. 


Infant—I suppose so, if you must. 
Nurse, bring a boric acid solution to 
sterilize her mouth first. 


Mosquito with a Lantern 


Two Irishmen had been fighting the 
mosquitos in a New York tenement 
house. About two o’clock they finally 
got to sleep. While in a half-doze a 
lightning-bug came flying into the 
room. 

“Jamie, Jamie, it’s mo use,” ex- 
claimed Pat. ‘‘Here’s one of the 
creatures sarchin’ for us wid a lan- 
tern!” 


“T can marry any girl I please,” re- 
marked a young man proudly, 

“Yes,” said Mollie Brown, “you can 
marry any girl you please, but in this 
whole village you don’t please a sin- 
gle girl. 


Lazy Man 
“He was very lazy, Mr. Boyle, 
said Mrs. Cottam. “I must say my 


husband was a very lazy man.” 

“How lazy was he?” 

“Well, he was so lazy, Mr. Boyle, 
that he wouldn’t shovel a path to the 
front gate.” 

“How did he get the path broken 
out?” 

“O, he used to lay on the lounge 
and pinch baby’s ears with the nippers 
until the neighbors came rushing in 
to tread down the snow.” 


Ralph K. (in Theology)—“By Jove, 
here is a place in the Bible where it 
says there are no women in heaven.” 

Fern (sitting next to Ralph—indig- 


nantly)—I don’t believe. What does 
it say?” 

Ralph (reading Rev., 8:1)—‘And 
when he opened ‘the seventh seal 


there followed a silence in Heaven 
about the space of half an hour.” 


For two weeks, a lecture on Keats 
had been advertised in the small 
town. At last the night arrived. Af- 
ter he had introduced the speaker, 
the mayor said: 

“And now, ladies and gentlemen, 
our curiosity is to be satisfied. For 
I am sure many of you have been 
wondering, as I have—what is a 
keat?” 
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“You know, I think the day the 
prodigal son came back must have 
been an awful sliprery day.” 

“Why so?” 

“Because the Bible says when his 
father came out to welcome him he 
fell on his neck.” 
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The Sayings of Solomon—He that 
wisheth to rise with the sun should 
not stay up late with the daughter. 


Frank W.—Do you worry over your 
contectioner’s bill? 

Melvin A.—What’s the sense of me 
and the confectioner worryin’ over 
the same bill? 


BeBe oReBer Goce Ro ao fe Be ea fe e fesse Be Boho ee fe Sar Sao eh ehh 


"ALLEN MILLINERY 


Displays the Latest Styles at All Times 
20 NORTH ACADEMY AVE. 
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Chemistry Prof—Name three ar- 
ticles containing starch. 

Clarence E—Two cuffs and a 
collar. ; 
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Henriod’s Popular Eat House 
Open All Day, Close 2 a. m. 


EUGENE HENRIOD. Mgr. 46 West Center : 
. 
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Explanation of Light Economy— 
Bill—Do you know _ that turning down 
the gas saves matches? 

Co-ed—No, I thought that turning 
down the gas frequently made match- 
es. 

(Editor’s Note.—Turning off an 
electric light often causes sparking. 
Turning off a gas light causes an in- 
crease cf pressure. An increase of 
pressure Causes a lessening of the 
waist.) 
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“Yes,” replied Prof. Keeler. “Every 
time my motor won’t run I feel a 

Retail dealers in Groceries, Meats, Fish, Game, Green Produce, 
Fresh Fruits, Butter, Eggs and Cream. 


thrill of satisfaction at the way I’m 
economizing.” 
WE GUARANTEE OUR GOODS 
Phones 194 and 195 Provo, Utah 
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Provo City Bakery: 
72 West Center St. 
Fresh Bread and Cakes Daily 
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The Other One—‘“Chauncey said 
that I was the only girl he had ever 
loved.” 

“Doesn’t he say it beautifully, 
dear?” 


Another Atrocity—Little Ruth, who 
had been reading about the German 
atrocities in Belgium, went with her 
mother to thé Museum of Arts. 

“Oh, mother,” she cried, standing 
in front of Venus de Milo. “Look 
what the Germans did to this poor 
Belgian woman.” 
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: A good store does 
‘more than deal 

+ merchandise; it sells 
+ satisfaction. That is 
+ what we ask you to 
buy. 


* Good Clothing you may be 
* sure of here--guaranteed by us 
and by the makers. You are 

= equally sure of an intelligent 


* interest in what you need. 


Company 


The Big 
Department Store 
: Where all you wants 


are cared for 
Ee ee Beeeherderkedesfente eater 


ealer | 
Brothers 


WHITE AND BLUE 
Before Qee ore choad Ge eRe horde che ee Lord eRe hehehe 


HEDQUIST 


Drug Company 


ee 


pa ae 


q 


Ps 


BeBe Becher Bes eRe Be 


ekefaye 


2 Rexall Stores 


If it is sold in drug stores 
We Have It. 


Students 


Buy those Beautiful Hats 
at 332-334 West Center 


BERTHA ROSS, Prop. 


Chas. W. Hawke: 
Barber 


Sines and Up-to-Date Service 


Hast of Farmers & Mer. Bank 
BAL RHP he HH HHHH hhh Gahegehay 


Hotel Roberts: 


W. D. ROBERTS, JR., Prop. 


x 
% 


2s 


eg ile aa ee Rehan ate Besa hes Pete rdor Ree he rhe eke eee Re Ree Reh 


tao 


% 


European Plan 
Merchants’ Lunch 
200 S. Academy Ave., Provo 
ROBB Be Gob oof eae Bs GeehecSoofergenggesdage 


Domestic Steam Laundry 


James Iolmes, Prop. 


Strictly 
HIGH GRADE WORK 
Phone = = 203 


Sede dohepededededehdehidededeae ees 


Hotel Lamar: 
Just Like Home : 


MODERN ROOMS 
Reasonable Rates 


Mrs. W. T. Brown, Prop. 4 
Peo ebhennieenes gaged 


Brimhall Bros. 


EXCLUSIVE VULCANIZERS = 
We sell Goodyear Tires ¢ 
and Tubes 

147 W Center Phone 260 . 
See Rebbaig debe ebb eheten 


Beat enone at eee Boar oe Boe! oto Breech BiBeh Beek Ge a ae ee aCe a ae a 


soloed eel bbe bedede eta ebb hdc dads 


ee ee ee a a eo ee Ee er ee a cog 


STRAND 


THEATRE 


Thursday and Friday 
December 27-28 


“The Slacker’’ 


Not a war picture; not a shot 
fired; not a battle scene in it— 
but the greatest American picture 
you ever saw. 

The ‘‘Star Spangled Banner’’ 
will mean more to you after you 
see ‘‘The Slacker.”’ 

Matinee daily, 3:45 
Admission: 10¢ and 15e 
Evenings: 7:30 and 9:15 
Admission: 15¢ and 20c 
‘ALWAYS SOMETHING GOOD’ 


“GET THE MATINEE HABIT’’ 
PEPLELPLEPH LEH ELLE PPE PE RE 
# SWITCHES ? 
? Powders, Creams, Ete. ; 
Theatrical Costumes and 

¥ Make-up = 
# Shampooing & Facial Massage # 


? 
= Crawford's 
= 115 North Academy Ave. : 
EPEPISHEEPIR ESSE EDS HS Gf 


: Watch Us 3 
* We Specialize on Every- : 
* thing all the time 4 
* Get our prices before go- 
ing elsewhere 

Avenue Grocery 
Hhg dedi hidideehadideddeeegigor 


D. L. VanWagenen Merc.Co.s 


| 
* Dealers in ‘ 
ue Goods, Notions, Ladies 


and Gents’ Furnishings, * 

Shoes & Rubber Footwear? 

348 West Center St. e 

You can save 10 to 25 per 
cent on your purchases. 


SSHHEHLERASH EERE RRRREEE 


WHITE AND BLUE 
PR Hehehe bibidialedibiried 


rer CENTURY 
* PRINTING 
= 
: 


Prepardness 


Don’t wait for the storms 
Prepare by getting one 
of our 


$1.50 Umbrellas 


CO. 


ARIOUNING ea HT Ba BUILD- ¥ 
N THE EAST e 


“PROVO 
PRINTERS 
BINDERS 


FINE COLOR PRINTING 
A SPECIALTY 


GSB habedubdede go dedebeabaedegegegebedebe 


PRESENTS 


CHIPMAN JEWELRY CO. 


36 West Center 


Stationery, White Ivory § 
Goods and Hand Painted 


, Sindee 
f° : 

China, The real stuff 

: 

: 

: 


= The first problem to 
= consider on starting 
= your winters work 
IS 


YOUR 
Naty Gabe 


THORNTON Drug Co. 3 
J. KIRK WOOD, Manager x 
52 W. Center 


HeQege hegeabedegegechedade detected debe ah 


Mitchell’s 


Cleaning, Pressing and Tailor- ° 
ing Is Always Good. % 


Four Big Stores 


Treatment is Courteous. # 
101 N. Academy Phone 281 
LELEPLEPE SEER SL SSPE 


Columbia Music & Jewelry 

= Company 
Headquarters for 

Musical Instruments, Columbia 

- Grafonolas and Records. 4 
*Sheet Music, Books, Stationery# 
8 and Jewelry. : 
176 W. Center 


: “Tf It’s New We Have It.’’ 
The best line of Bicycle Sup-# 
* plies in Provo é3 
Expert Repairing of All Kindse 


= Archbold Bicycle Co. 


172 W. Center, Provo : 


= Dr. H. F. Cannon 
: Scientific Eyesight Specialist 
i Over Irvine’s Store 


Phone 197 


We are the people who dupli- 
eate your locker keys 


De ce a see ee a ee ee ee a 


t Meredith Cycle Co 


: $5 down, $1 per week : 


School Coats 
= School Suits 
School Dresses 
See eect Bit ae. 


* criminating taste and slender ® 


: purse will do well to take : 


% advantage of our specially 


Low Priced Garments 
: 


FOR SCHOOL WEAR 


Our assortment will 


: 
please you 3 
Farrer Bros. & Co. 


39 to 33 North Academy Ave 


ee Sudegede dh Godutetegubdeget gigabit 
« Fruit Punches Fresh Candies : 


: Hoover’s’ 3} 
: Palace of Sweets : 


Light Lunches : 


: 
: Smoot 
3 Lumber Co. 


. Ice Cream 
EPP P hep Pee eh dade PS gpa gapeasdide 


Miama made Bicycles 
are the Best 


f Brazing and Repairing our 3 
Specialty 
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seek Soa eno ee Bo oho aa oa che Heche Hehe Veh ees a Re oaks oe Re eRe oe och Sp eRe hehe heh Br Rehe LG ho hrge. Re Brahe eGo for fos Re Rake cherokee ho rhe oho eer Re Reso Qo Borer he Hg’ 
A DISTINCT TYPE OF DRESS SO CLEVERLY DESIGNED THE— 


College Princess Dresses 


ASSURE YOU OF SUPREMACY OF STYLE 


The smartest Misses’ Dresses ever designed for school and college girls. 


Materials are of the best all wool Batany and French Serge priced $15.00 to $18.50. 


Wood-Clifton Mercantile Co. 


ens ec eres eco eos Begs ese da reer Reka Reo Gro Priore oBoeBoikeide Seeghediethefeetheliedeabeageageaafeatafaefaatoagentuafaafoageefoetoefocfe Longo Doheeherd chee 


BARTON FURNITURE CO. 
“The Furniture Center’’ 


Re ooks RocSas Goad Zak Roa BeBe] eGo Boer Go eho eo Boe Boho ahs So Bre soho eGo Sas Boho Ga eho Go haa Ge here he eGo fe efor he 


|Conserve your Shoes 
by having them royal- 
ly rebuilt. 


ROYAL SHOE REPAIRING CO. 


208 West Center, Provo 
Shoes called for and delivered Free. Phone 674 


Hee Boek Reha Gof eG Gor for ooo eGo hee Ro Gs G Go BoB feo Bee Br he Bo BeBe PW Gh BB Morogh Bohs Be hee Beer So eae ese lee hehe Gores Poker 


Students of the Y | Wilford Perry 


intl 338 West Ceiter 

SCHWAB | MENLOVES’ NEW STUDIO | Groceries and Chinaware 3 
‘The Clothier PELE ae ON Shee - 
onest Prices 


Artistic Photographs “Try Us Once”’ 


see GecGe Bashar Re Bese Rocke ere che Roe Br herrea Re Beeb 


283 West Center 


Excelsior Roller 


Milis 


Manufacturers of 


FLOUR and ALL KINDS OF : 
y FEED : 

HOOVER BROS., Props. ® 
Dhone rops. § 


2 2 [Edison St. ae Was 1670. Students, Support our 
SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH Advertisers 


pooner foes sea as saa oa Rese aa a aero aoe Ree eae Ron Ge sR aoa ao Rhee sea eee hoa ahah p leh Mahe eg Gah 
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for less and sell for less. 


FeRH 
i Dress Better and : HOME VISITORS 
Pay Less : EXCURSIONS : 
Nanutactters and Wheteaiers sat eonent 4 Denver & Rio Grande; 
* Round trip fares from Salt Lake, Provo, Price 
* and other ma‘n line points 
: 


SESE ELLE ETE DE SERENE EEE ELE EEE EGE ELITES EET ER DEERE ID 
VIA THE 
a number of stores, which enables us to buy 
© Denver . . $27.50 St. Louis... $53.70 


WE SAVE YOU MONEY 


© Colo. Springs 27.50 Chicago . . 61.50 
* Omaha . . . 42.50 Memphis . = 62.50 
* Kansas . . 42.50 Minneapolis . 58.94 5 
= Onsale Oct. 27; Nov. 24, 27; Dec. 20, 22, 24. 
* — Good three months returning. Stopovers. 
Diverse Routes 
: Proportionately low rates to other points east; 
also from branch line points in Utah 
Winter Tours to Florida and the Southeast 


THE SCENIC LIMITED 


= Shoes for the Whole Family 
Ka A modern all-steel train carrying Pullman and 
: Clothing Hats and Furnishings : » tourist sleepers to Chicago an St. Louis without 


— SedandeeGeRnfecs 


» charge. 


eC. E. Ecaertsen, Tkt.Agt. W. H. Mircuetr, Agt. 
for Men and Boys Provo, Utah Provo, pe: 


THE BEST IN FEATURE PICTURES 
ARE SHOWN HERE 


eerie os eine Reet ete ae RH ee RS 


Vaudeville every Wednesday 


Arb centin been eeeiwerseeeiseseeeseusiscis tee 
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ieee BSB BBB Bo he Beso Bo eae oe eof Base ooh ee oo saa ose a eos fae eat Ger esd hoao Goede feefe Ride he oh fo hes he Reh ELDRED EE EEE ESET ES 


Gym Shoes 
For All 


44 West 
Center St. 


je ONE PRICE FOOT. FITTERS, 
WE SPECIALIZE IN GOOD SHOES 


Pi tdcclrnat Optical Caesarean Eaipite Muiic 
and Jewelry Co. EYESIGHT SPECIALIST | and Stationery Co. 


Fine Jewelry, Diamonds Watches 
A ieee 


EXPERT WATCH REPAIRING ~— Headache and Eyestrain Complete Stock, Always 
Broken Lenses Replaced, We 
ae All our alesse) aes as Better, iisihes Cheaper 


ed 


Piaikins . Ladies’ ce Children’s Fae ake 


The House of Quality [R VINE’S Established in 1889 


The House that Sells Standard Merchandise of known worth at Sensible Prices 


Beebe she SoBe Ge Pore GB Se Hafefe ee BeeQeih Roa ds Geer healed Meh Sete eRe kegs 


“KNIGHT TRUST & SAVINGS BANK _ 


CAPITAL $310,000.00 


Jesse Knight, President. R. E. Allen, Cashier . G. WARNICK, Asst. Cashier 
Conducts a General Banking Business, Commercial and sari ings. Four per cent paid on 
Savings Deposits. Accounts of B. Na Students solicited and careful and courteous treatment 


Baeieredi : 
UNITED STATES DEPOSITARY FOR POSTAL SAVINGS 
se LEERY DPPH hgh oR ehese cu 


‘ 


eee eRe een aoe Be a ee aoa oer Ro ase och cece er ay eas oe heres eof hee 


fh pay 


i has the Grind 


Eye glasses are not an indication of learning--they are an 
indication of inadequate hight for reading and studying. 
Edison Mazda Lamps gives three times the light as a Ol 
carbon lamp, at the same cost of current. 
Be fair to your eyes! Lighten the grind with Gdison {f / 
Mazdas. 


Utah Power & me Company 


Efficient Public Service 
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: GET BUSY-- LET'S GOTO— 
i STAN’S PLACE 


‘ ® Order Your Fall Suit Now. Large and Complete line 
to select from. s 
—For Choice— 


GENTS’ CLOZ SHOP 


68 West Center Provo Utah : 


Candies and Drinks 


= Columbia Confectionery 3 


ee ee 


PROVO DRUG CO. 
Phone 50 


Attention! Forward march just across 


the street to 


Brunner’s Cash Grocery 


for anything you may need in Lunches, Fruit and fine 
Confections. 


D. A. BENNETT 
BAGGAGE & EXPRESS 


© PHONE 294 DAY & NIGHT SERVICE 4 
& speopestapegimatugefeofebstatun halaedeteahubechettah hecho ddehebud dafedheehectehdaabheehechehecheheafecdecheehecoatages ™ 


rere on and Sundries. 
Prescriptions Given 


: 
Careful Attention. 
WE DELIVER | 


IPERS HS ARSE E 
Take your 3 
Hot Dinners : 


at the 


: Cafeteria 


Students’ Meal Tickets 
only $3.50 


O. W. HYDE, Prop. : 
: 


°F PPE PH KS HAH POSER OEEERGD 
is a clean, sparkling coal, free from 
all “dead” matter and burns to a fine 
white ash. It is without exception 
THE BEST COAL MINED 
WE CAN MAKE MORE MONEY ON 


other kinds of coal, but prefer satisfied customers 
to large profits 


M. H. Graham 
Printing Co. 
30 S First West 
KE 

Printers for the 
WHITE and BLUE 
pepnagggeaes 
® ANY ~ sCory’s Conn “at 
: HS RUPPER : Hamberger Sandwitch : 
459% MANAGER @ Witha ROSE - - 10e § 
| é 1 door East Commercial Bank § 


ee RF Ree 


caee 


il las sil ial 


Reserved 


x 


For Students 
Supply —; 


Pele heReGebiherhe tedeebreheh heh eGehiehooeahedoak fy 


© STATE BANK OF PROVO : 
és General Banking Business. 
% W. H. Brereton...... 

* John Roundy.. 
Alva Nelson 


; Julian Creer 
& 


President ‘ 
. Vice President & 
Cashier # 
Asst. Cashier % 


4 8 2 5 Mat 


Qe heh lo eee Gs Behe Lehr Bled Hehe = 


Albert Manwaring = 
BARBER 
For an Easy Shave and 
Artistic Hair Cut, call on us. 
ACADEMY AVENUE * 


: HLL HOH HERP H SPD SBD GS : 
“For Your Art : 
= s % 
; |Materials-- : 


MAIBEN sss 9. 


Glass & 
rekaide ebrehs dade de Roekekete Sreberterdrededteadedhetrgs 


iS 


Paint 


Loans money to anybody 


anywhere — anytime 
poss 


78 N. Aca, Ave. Phone 108 
PLP LR MPRA H Pgh Behe ggegs 


Shoe Repairing 


Bert Hedquist 


89 N Academy Ave. 
sdocQedriBeRerdachehede Seobedasdei ide ofeerberBederBeaguded 
Get Your 


SHOES SHINED: 
: 
: 


Where they’re always good at the 


MODERN 


Shining Parlors 
98 W. Center St. 


BEANE EES EES EEE SER LEE EEE aE eH e OBB Beer eee aera oho Bh aoe corde Greg 


: 
: 


| 
: 
: 


WHITE AND BLUE 


Ja k—Can you dress within your 
allowance? 

Bill—Yes, but it’s like dressing in 
an upper berth. 


“What is your Alma Mater, Mr, Nu- 
rich?” 
“Well, if you insist, ’] take a cigar.’ 


Gabriel Loop-the-Loops. 


In Huron a hewer, Hugh Hughes, 
Hewed yew trees of unusual hues. 
Hugh Hughes used blue yews 

To build sheds for his ewes, 

So his ewes a blue-hued yew shed use. 


Groneman—Barber, how long will I 
have to wait for a shave? 
Barber (glancing at 

about two years, 


him)—Oh, 


“IT thought you had given up burnt 
wood art, dearie,” 

“Ferdinand, how can you be_ so 
heartless? This is a pie!” 


Counter-irritant defined—a woman 
shopper. 


J. WV. Dangerfield 


ALL KINDS OF 
PRINTING 


Opposite old Opera House 


CHRISTMAS 
GIFTS 


are doubly acceptable 
when they show the 


mark of 


BOYD PARK 


MAKERS" “OF JEWELRY 
FOUNDED 1862 « 
SALT LAKE CITY 


GPL LDD SH ekg etek 
= Dollars Saved are 
= Dollars Eamed 


The Way to save is to buy any arti- 4 
cle you want at the right price. @ 
We can save you many dollars % 
in our varied lines of merchan- 
dise in Fancy Goods, Stationery, # 
Candy, Novelties, School Sup- $ 
plies. In fact we sell nearly ev- 3 
erything at 


as 3 
ee eee ee ee 


Olson & Hafen 


‘ 
tg 


eheerhihe heh 


, s 
at 


+ 
oe 


Bo sean es eee hehehe Saha eae aa hese aoa eae eo Bebe Qe Bese Bh aor 


Exclusive Photo Supply House 4 
Kodaks and Kodak Finishing £ 
Enlargements, Etc. : 

77 N. Academy Ave. ‘3 
Provo Utah 3 
PRL P PR RP Pe Reel hh PPP gy Peeheg 


BEEBE LUMBER CO. 


Everything in the 
BUILDING LINE 


MILL WORK A SPECIALTY § 
Phones 104 and 105 a 


Provo, Utah 
Hel GH Ve Keg 


Coy 
ae 
4 
eS 
WN. 
ne 
iw 
Z 
WN 
ey 
Z 


JEWELER 


184 West Center St. 53 

OUSLY SH HHMPHMB PMS S 

“a Yo don’t have to wait to get ® 
barbering done. 


: THOS. S. JONES } 
2, BARBER . 
* The Largest and best Barber Shop # 
% in Provo. We run five chairs ¥ 


de 228 West Center. TRYSUS= 3 
Fe See Gone Geka fea eek Gear each 


: BUCKLEY & LARSEN 3 
+ Heating & Plumbing 


139 N. Academy Ave. 
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FREE CONSULTATION | 
For those tired Aching Eyes : 
Seethe GAS COMPANY | 


BHHeHey heh Ge heheh Hehehe hey 


Merty are ara a Happy New Year 7 All 2 


IS OUR SINCERE WISH 


We want to thank you for your liberal patronage in the past year, and trust to 
bd acle to serve you even better in the coming year. Watch us in 1918. 


g ©: THE SGLOEN RULE SF 4 


PEPER RH Moe Me gegesed dehh dd gs dees # 
F = lj Is. Ther’s nothing better to keep you full of “Pep.” Eat lots of : 
them, and insist that your dealer furnish those supplied by é 

é 

. 


iuieelsaeaeaemmnles 


There is a Store 


that has pleasure in filling 
na || your orders, no matter how 
Fi or She va Fellows |} small they may be 


troche Sorkeiste Soleo hehehe Sor hehe Lhe here Sette kte tree ealle Rhee hee teh te ke 


PLP APH Heh fi 


A 


There is no finer Fatt Surrsand Overcoars ff 


anywhere than the lines we feature i FX) 
° ‘ NURSNN y 


: 

Pe 

Hickey-Freeman Quality | : 
OR : WRITE US ABOUT 
: 

: 

: 

: 

2 


Town Talk 5th Avenue Clothes Gand Bow hs or oan 


Fifteen to Forty Dollars 


We show every new novelty obtainable in § or Nifty Xmas Cards 


Haberdashery and Hats 


Open until 12 Midnight, Sundaysand {| ae 
Iolidays excepted Sunday School Union 


BR Beebo Sede Gbucacedade Ge GoGo ede Sod Gigi ebege Bobo edged gebdededededededede demanded detedee 


UTAH'S GREATEST INNOVATION Book Store 
: 44 East on South Temple 
124 Main Street, Salt Lake Ci. Pima. Wasath 405 SALT LAKE Cliy 


RRS 


PEEELELEEEEE ES EEE EEE EERLEE LEE EEE LEED Lae hihi Bho Boake eee hehehe hoods eke P hehehehehe hak keesh La hbabeshekabeess 
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PROVO COMMERCIAL & SAVINGS BANK 


CNET PAINTOS GURU PIG) Sine ee seen ae en Oe oe eueeeeh OG eee $150,000.00 


Reed Smoot, President C. E. Loose, Vice President 


J.T. Farrer, Cashier J. A. Buttle Asst. Cashier 
F. G. Richmond, Asst. Cashier 


Go Goe Gees Bo Bos Boago osha SoS Lahnk 


; We Solicit Your Business 
5 BABB D BBB Soe Seed de See fdas aig de Seeded Ge Beg fo Gee deka ide Badeabesbudechbedeobedeeobedecigedeofedetesferfeeokefesabedee 


STUDENTS——— 


Styles are Right, Prices are Right, and Service the Best at 


inten | PRINCESS MILLINERY “= ¢=éaw 


Manager 


LLLPID LIAM LIGPSE SHEET ETES bedH OES PEE SER Hm Se EE 


oe) 


This Space Reserved fur 
National French Cleaning Company 
BeBe Beer besde BeBe Sede Berke Beehe Reef Be haere Seh hehe Sek hkehebe ehh Gefoe deh Rede that g Behe See rere ca saa a ee era heheh Ge heckre hace 
PROVO STEAM LAUNDRY 
ALWAYS RELIABLE 


375 W. CENTLR J. N. GULICK, Proprietor PHONE 164 


Bee Bese Foe Go Boch Beco prehecde GredeGre ger PREG Soha EPP Ph HP PSheh hehehe alagadehekakaherh agg 
CASH TELLS THE STORY AT 


JOHN T. TAYLOR GROCERY STORE 
140 WEST CENTER PHONE 27 AND 28 
PEPIPLESAPLR LALLA AASPPADHH HAPS HSI" SHS PHHOPHLS PHELPS HES 


Salt Lake Route 


PEEEERE EEE TEER SOS S 
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The idea of one Model STARTUPS’ I 
Hand then making all im- 3 


provements to fit, origin- CHOCOLATES 
: ated with Henry Ford. 


| This is now the underlying 
E principle upon which Uncle 
Sam is building the new Merchants’ Bank 
i Liberty Motor. 


Ford’s methods are being | PHONE E | CHT-O 


: constantly adopted. The ip rake 


Ford car still leads. PROVO GREEN HOUSE 
: See us, we sell them 


Farmers’ and 


Sutherland Bros. Grocers : 


Schofield Auto Co. 282 West Center 


~ CLUFF’S 


BARBER 
SHOP a Company 


Provo Foundry and Machine | 


86 West Center Street 


| Opposite Orem Station The Man Who Succeeds 


Is the Man Who Has Saved 
and has money in the bank to take advantage of good opportun- 
ities when they present themselves. We make it easy for you 
to save and build up a bank account by this plan. 


You can start a TIME DEPOSIT account with a Dollar or 
more bt the 


J Farmers and Merchants Bank 


eas a 
fons 


F.H.Olsen Bicycle Suppy G0.) UTAH TIMBER & COAL COMPANY 

NEW AND SECOND HAND BICYCLES ALL THB DEST KINDS OF 

ee Twouty yeas of knowing now | ©OAl, Lumber and Building Material 

sé ta canis Gad tay ag pee | 160 West Sh North St. Phone 232 
J. M. Harmon, Pres J.W. Dunn, Mgr. 


236 West Center A SQUARE DEAL TO ALL OUR PATRONS. 


